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TO T HE | _ 
| Right Honourable ; 
THOMAS EARL of DANBY, 


Viſcount LATIM ER, 

; YC AND: 
BAR ON OsB0RrNE of Krueron' 
OO im Torkſtire. 


Lord High Treaſurer of England, One of His 
Majeſty's moſt Honourable Privy-Council, 
and Knight of the Moſt Noble Order of the 

- Garter, Go. © 0 


HE Gratitude of Poets is ſo troubleſome a Virtue: to Great 
' Men, that you are often in danger of your own Benefits: 
For you are threaten'd with ſome Epiſtle, and: not ſuffer'd 
to do Goed in quiet, or to compound for their Silence whom you 
have Obligd. Yet, I confeſs, I neither am, nor ought to be ſur. 
priz'd at this Indulgence; For your Lordſhip has the ſame Right to - 
Fayour Poctry. which the Great and.Noble haye ever had. | 


Carmen amat, quiſquis carmine digna gerit. 

There is-ſomewhat of a Tye in Nature betwixt thoſe who are Born 
for Worthy Actions, and thoſe who can Tranſmit them to Poſterity: 
| A'2- And 


_—— —— 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. PO 
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the Verge of Alltance; norare we unprofitable Members of the Com- 
monwealth, when we animate others to thoſe Virtues, which we 
Copy and Deſcribe from You. | | 

*Tis indeed their Intereſt, who endeavour the Subverſion of Go- 
yeraments, to diſcourage Ports and Hiſtorians; for the beſt which 
-- can happen to them 1s to be forgotten: But ſuch, who, under 
| KiNGS. are,the Fathers of their Country, and by a ful and Pru- 
| dent ordering of affairs preſerye it, have the ſame Reaſon to Cheriſh 
| the Chroniclers of their Aftions, as they have to lay up in ſafety the 
| Deeds and Evidences of their Eſtates: For ſuch Records are their un- 
doubted Titles to the Loye and Revecrence of After- ages. Your Lord- 


Engliſh Annals; and many of its moſt happy Years are owing to it. 


Maſter, has acknowledg'd the Eaſe and Benefit he Receives in the In- 
comes of his Treaſury, which You found not only Diſorder'd, but 
Exhaufted. All Things were in the Confuſion of a Chaos, withour 
Form or Method, if not reduc'd. beyond it, eyen to Annihilation : So 
that you had not only to ſeparate the Jarring Elements, but (if that 
boldneſs of Expreſſion might be allow'd me) to, Create them, Your 
Enemies had ſo Embroil'd the Management of your Office, that the 
| look'don your Advyancement as the Inſtrument of your Ruin. And 
as if the clogging of the Revenue, and the Confuſion of Accounts, 
which you found -1n your Entrance, were: not ſufficient, they added 
their own weight of Malice to the Publick Calamity, by foreſtalling 
the Credit which ſhou'd Cureit : Your Friends, on the other ſide, were 
_ only capable of Pitying, but not of Aiding you: No farther Help or 
. Counſel was remaimung to you, but what was founded on your Self;, 


p and that indeed was your Security : For your Diligence, your Con- 
; > Mancy, and you Prudence, wrought more furely within, when they 
| were not diſturb'd by any outward Motion. The higheſt Virtue 1s: 


|. - beſt to be truſted with its Self, for Aſſiſtance only can be given by a 
| ; Genius ſupcrior to that which it Aſſiſts: '' And *tis the Nobleſt kind 
' of Debt, when we arc only oblig'd to God and Nacure. This then, 
t - My Lord, is your juſt Commendation, That you have wrought out 
| your Selfa way to Glory, by thofe very Means that were delign'd 


\\ - if that were httle yet,. the Debts. of the Exchequer, which lay hea- 
1 ' wieſt bath on. the Crown, and on Arivaze Perſons, haye by your Con- 
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And though ours be much the inferior part, it comes at leaſt within 


ſhip's Adminiſtration has already raken up a conſiderable part of the: 


His MAJESTY, the moſt knowing Judge of Men, and the beſt 


} for your Deſtcuctiong. You have not only reſtor'd, but advanc'd the 
Revenues of your Maſter without Grieyance to the Subje&: And as 
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du been Eſtabliſh'd in a certainty of Satisfation. An Attion ſo 
much the more Great and Honourable, becauſe the Cauſe was with- 
4 out the ordinary Relief of Laws; aboye the Hopes of the Aﬀflicted, 
d.- and beyond the Narrowncſs of the Treaſury to Redreſs, had it 


been manag'd by a leſs able Hand. ?*Tis certainly the Happieſt, 'and 
moſt Unctnvy'd Part of all your Fortune, to do Good to many, 
while you do Injury to none: To reccive at once the Prayers of 
the Subject, and the Praiſes 'of the Prince: An4 by the care of 
'our Conduct, to.give Him Means of Exerting the chi. feſt, (if any 
e the chi; feſt) of His Royal Virtues: His diſtributive Juſtice to the 
Deſerving, and His Bounty and Compaſſion to the Wanting. The 
Diſpoſition of Princes towards their People, cannot better be diſcoycr'd 

4  thanin the choice of their Miniſters ; who, like the Animal Spirits be- 

's *rwixt the Soul and Body, participate ſomewhat of both Natures, and 
make the Communication which 1s betwixt'them. A King, who is 

Juſt and Moderate in hts Nature, who Rules according to the Laws, 

whom God made Happy by Forming the Temper of his Soul to the 

Conſtitution of His Government, and who makes us Happy, by af- 

ſuming over us no other Sovereignty than that wherein our Welfare 

and Liberty conſiſts; A Prince, I ſay, of fo excellent a CharaQter 

_ and fo ſuitable to the Wiſhes of all Good Men, could not better haye? 

4 convey'd Himſelf into His Peoples Apprehenfſions, than in your Lord- 

I ſhip's Perſon; who ſolively expreſs the ſame V irtues, that you ſeem not 
fo much a Copy, as an Emanation of Him, Moderation is doubtleſs 
an Eſtabliſhment of Greatneſs; bur there is a ſteadineſs of Temper 
which is likewiſe requiſite in a Miniſter of State: So equal a mixture 
of both Virtues, that he may ſtand like an 1/hmus betwixt the two 
Encroaching Seas of Arbitrary Power, and Lawleſs Anarchy. The 
Undertaking would be difttcult to any but an Extraordinary Genius, 
ro ſtand at the Line, and to diyide the Limits; to pay what is due 
to the Great Repreſentative of the Nation,and neither to inhance, nor 
to yicld up the undoubted Prerogatives of the Crown, | Theſe, My 
Lord, are the proper Virtues of a Noble Engliſhman, as indeed the 
are proper Engliſh Virtues: No People in rhe World being capable _ 
of uſing them, but we who have the Happineſs to be Born under ſo e- 
qual, and ſo well-pois'd a Government. A Government which has 
all the Advantages of Liberty b:yond a Common-wealth, and all the | 
Marks of Kinoly Sovereignty without the danger of a Tyranny. Both i: 

- my Nature, as I am an Engliſhman, and my Reaſon, as I am a Man, 
have bred in me'a Loathing to that ſpecious Name of a Republick; 1 
That mock-appearance of a-Liberty, where all who haye not part in the 
L | Govcrnment, 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
And though ours be much the inferior part, it comes at leaſt within | 
the Verge of Alliance; norarc we unprofitable Members of the Com- | 
monwealth, when we animate others to thoſe Virtues, which we 
Copy and Deſcrib: from You. | 

*Tis indecd their Intereſt, who endeavour the Subverſion of Go- 
yeraments, to diſcourage Ports and Hiſtorians; for the beſt which 
can happen to them 1s to be forgotten: But ſuch, who, undcr 
K1iNGS. are,the Fathers of their Country, and by a Juſt and Pru- 
dent ordering of 4fairs preſerye it, have the ſame Reaſon to Cheriſh 
the Clironiclers of thoir Actions, as they have to lay up in ſafety the 
Deeds and Ey1dences of their Eſtates: For ſuch Records are their un- 
doubted Titles to the Loye and Reverence of Aﬀcer- ages. Your Lord- 
ſaip*s Adminiſtration has already raken up a conſiderable part of the 
Engliſh Annals; and many of its moſt happy Years are owing to ir. 
His MAJESTY, the moſt knowing Judge of Men, and the beſt 
Maſter, has acknowledg'd the Eaſe and Benefit he Receives in the In- 
comes of his Treaſury, which You found not only Diſorder'd, but 
Exhaufted. All Things were in the Confuſion of a Chaos, withour 
Form or Method, if not reduc'd. beyond it, eyen to Annihilation : So 
that you had not only to ſeparate the Jarring Elements, but (if that 
boldneſs of Expreſſion might be allow'd me) to Create them, Your 
Enemies had ſo Emoroil'd the Management of your Office, that the 
look'd on your Advancement as the Inſtrument of your Ruin. And 
as if the clogging of the Revenue, and the Confuſion of Accounts, 
which you found in your Entrance, were not ſufficient, they added 
their own weight of Malice to the Publick Calamity, by foreſtalling 
the Credit which ſhou'd Cureit : Your Friends, on the other fide, were 
only capable of Pitying, but not of Aiding you: No farther Help or 
Counſel was remainung to you, but what was founded on your Self; 
and that indeed was your Security : For your Diligence, your Con- 
ſtancy, and your Prudence, wrought more ſurely within, when they 
were not diſturb'd by any outward Motion. The higheſt Virtue 1s 

| beſt to be truſted with its Self, for Aſſiſtance only can be given by a 
Genius ſuperior to that which it Aſſiſts. And *tis the Noblcſt kind 

_ of Debt, when we arc only oblig'd to God and Nacure. This then, 

 - My Lord, is your juſt Commendation, That you have wrought out 
your Self a way to Glory, by thofe very Means that were delign'd 

| tor your Dcſtructiog: You have not only reſtor'd, but advanc'd the 

Þ Revenues of your Maſter without Grievance to the Subje&: And as 

'\ tf that were httle yet, the Debts. of the Exchequer, which lay hea- 

 \ " yieft bothon the Crown, and on provaze Perſons, haye by your Con- 
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duQ been Eſtabliſh'd in a certainty of Satisfattion. An Attion ſo 
much the more Great and Honourable, becauſe the Cauſe was with- 
| out the ordinary Relief of Laws; aboye the Hopes of the AﬀMictcd, 
q and beyond the Narrowncſs of the Treaſury ro Redreſs, had it 
4 | been manag'd by a leſs able Hand. *Tis cert:inly the Happieſt, and 
; moſt Untnyy'd Part of all your Fortune, to do Good to many, 
; while you do Injury to none: To reccive at once the Prayers of 
; the Subject, and the Praiſes of the Prince: An41 by the care of 
your Conduct, to give Him Means of Exerting the chi: feſt, (if an 
be the chi; feſt) of His Royal Virtues: His diſtributive Juſtice to the 
Deſerving, and His Bounty and Compaſſion to the Wanting. The 
; Diſpoſition of Princes towards their People, cannot bettcr be diſcoycr'd 
Ss _ thanin the choice of their Miniſters ; who, like the Animal Spirits be- ” 
*rwixt the Soul and Body, participate ſomewhat of both Naturcs, and | 
make the Communication which 1s betwixt'them. A Kino, who is 
Juſt and Moderate in his Nature, who Rules according to the Laws, 
whom God made Happy by Forming the Temper of his Soul to the 
Conſtitution of His Government, and who makes us Happy, by af- 
ſuming oyer us no other Sovereignty than that wherein our Welfarc | 
and Liberty conſiſts; A Prince, I ſay, of fo excellent a Character 
and fo ſuitable to the Wiſhes of all Good Men, could not better haye? 
convey'd Himſelf inro His Peoples Apprehenfſions, than tn your Lord- 
ſhip's Perſon; who ſolively expreſs the ſame V irtues, that you ſeem not 


; ſo much a Copy, as an Emanation of Him, Moderation is doubtleſs ' 
: an Eitabliſhment of Grearneſs; bur there is a ſteadineſs of Temper | 
. which 1s likewiſe requiſite in a Miniſter of State: So equal a mixture 2 
C- of both Virtues, that he may ſtand like an 1fhmus betwixt the two 


; Encroaching Seas of Arburary Power, and Lawleſs Anarchy. The 
G Undertaking would be difftcult to any but an Extraordivary Genius, 
to ſtand at the Line, and to divide the Limits; to pay what is due 
| to the Great Rc<preſentative of the Nation,and neither toinhance, nor 
FE to yicld up the undoubted Prerogatives of the Crown I heſe, My 
7 Lord, are the proper Virtues of a Noble Engliſhman, as indeed the 
are proper Engliſh Virtues: No People in rhe World being capable _ 
of uſing them, but we who have the Happineſs to be Born :1nder ſo e- 
qual, and ſo well-pois'd a Government, A Government which has 
all the Advantages of Liberty b-yond a Common- wealth, and all the 
Marks of Kingly Sovereignty witi:out the danger of a Tyranny. Both 
| my Nature, as I am an Engliſhman, and my Reaſon, as I am a Man, 
1 have bred in me a Loathing to that ſpecious Name of a Republick 
That mock-appearance of a Liberty, where all who haye not part in the 
Govcrnment, 
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The Epiſtle Deadvcatory. 
Government, are Slaves; And Slaves they are, of a viler Note than 
ſuch as are Subje&s to an abſolute Dominion. For no Chriſtian Mo- 
narchy 1s ſo Abſolute, but*cis Circumſcriov'd with Laws: But when the 
Executive Power is in the Law-Makers, there 1s nofarther check upon 
them; and the People muſt ſuffer without a Remedy, becauſe they are 
Oppreſs'd by their Repreſentatives. IF I muit ſerve, the number of 
my Maſters, who were Bora my Equals, wouid but add to the Igno- 
miny of my Bondage. The Nature of out Government, aboye all other, 
15 exaCtly Suiced both to the Situation of our Country, and the Temper 
of the Natives: An Ifland being more proper lor Commerce and for 
Detence, than for extending its Dominions on the Continent; For 
what the Valour of its Inhabitants might gain, by reaſon of its Re- 
motenels and the Caſualtics of the Seas, it cou'd not fo eaſily preſerye: 
And therefore, neither the Arbitrary Power of onein a Monarchy, nor 
of many ina Common- wealth, could make us greater than we are. 'Tis 
true, that vaſter and more frequent Taxes might be gather'd, when 
the Conſent of the People was not Ask'd or Needed ; but this were 
only by Conquering abroad to be Poor at home: And the Examples of 
our Neighbours teach us,thatthey arenotalways the Happieſt Subjects 
whole Kingscxtend their Dominians fartheſt. Since therefore we can- 
not win by an Offenſive War, at leaſt a Land-war, the model] of our 
Goyernment ſeems Naturally contriv'd for the Defenſive part : And 
the Conſent of a, People. 1s eatily obtain'd to contribute to that Power 
which, muſt proteCQ it. Felices n;mmum bona. ſi ſua norint, Angli- 


Po mm Eu 


gene! And yet-there are not wanting Malecontents amongſt us, who 


Surfciting themſclves on too much Happineſs, wau'd perſwade the Peo- 
ple that they might be Happier by a Change. *T'was indeed the Policy 
of their old Forefather, when himſelf was fallen from the Station of 
Glory, to ſeduce Mankind into the ſame Rebellion with him, by telling 
him he might yet be freer than he was: That is, more free than his 

Nature wou'd allow, or (if I may ſo ſay) than God cou'd make him. 
We have already. all the Liberty which Free-born Subjedts can enjoy, 
and all beyond it-is but Licenſe, But if it be Liberty of Conſcience 
which they pretend, the Moderation of our Church is ſuch, that its 
Practice extends not to the ſeverity of Perſecution ; and its Diſcipline 


- 18 withal ſo eaſic, that it allows more freedom toDiſſenters than an 


of the Sets wou'd allow to it, In the mean time, what Right can 
be pretended by theſe-Men to attempt Innovations in: Church or State ? 
W ho made them the Truſtees, or (to Speak a little nearer their own 
Language) the Keepers of the Liberty of England? If their Call be 


extraordinary, let them Convince us by working Miracles; for ordina- 


ry 


 Gallantry t 4 
_ *ris fit to adorn an Heroick Pozm; for He was the Proto-Martyr of 


. . The £piſile Dedjcatory. 

Vocationthey canhave none to diſturb the Goyernment under which 
hoy were Born,and which protects them. He who has oftenchang'd his 
Party, and always has made his Intereſt the Rule of it, gives little E- 
vidence ofhis Sincertty forthe Publick Good: * ['is manifeſt he changes 


but for himfelf, and takes the People for Tools to work his Fortune. 
Yet the Experience of all Ages might let him know, that they who 
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trouble the Waters firſt, haye ſeldom the benefit of the Fiſhing: As 


they who began the late Rebellion, enjoy'd not the Fruit of their Un- 
dertaking, but were cruſh'd themſelves by the Ulurpation of their own 
Inſtrument: Neither 1s it enough for them to Anſwer, that they only 


intend a Reformation of the Governmcnt, but not the Subverſion of 


it: On ſuch Pretences all Inſurretions have been founded; 'Tis 
ſtriking at the Root of Power, which is Obedience. Every Remon- 
{trance of private Men, has the Seed of Treaſon in it ; and Diſcour- 
ſes which are couch'd in ambiguous Terms, and therefore rhe more 
dangerous, becauſe they do all the Miſchief of open Sedition, yet are 
ſafe from the Puniſhment of the Laws. Theſe, My Lord, arc Con- 
ſiderations which I ſhould not paſs fo lightly oycr, had I room to 
manage them as they deſerve: For no Man can be fo inconſiderable 


in a Nation, as not to have a ſhare in the welfare of it; and if he 


be a truce Engliſhman, he muſt at the ſame time be fir'd with Indigna« 


tion, and reyenge himſelf as he can on the Diſturbers of his Coun- 


try. And to whom Tould I more fitly apply my felf, than to Your 
Lordſhip, who have not only an Inborn, but an Hereditary Loyalty ? 
The memorable Conſtancy and Suffterings of your Father, almoſt to the 
ruin of His Eſtate, for the Royal Cauſe, were an earncſt of that, 
which ſuch a Parent and ſuch an Inſtitution wou'd produce in the 
Perſon of a Son. But ſo unhappy an Occafion of manifeſting Your 
own Zeal in ſuffering for his preſent Majeſty, the Providence of 
God, and the Prudence of Your Adminiſtration, will, [ hope, preyent. 
That as Your Father's Fortune waited on the Unhappineſs of his Sove- 
reign, ſo Your own may participate of the bettcr Fate which attends 
his $oz. TheRelation which You have by Alliance to the Noble Fa- 
mily of Your Lady, ferves to confirm to You both this happy Augury. 
For what can deſerve a greater place in the Eng/i/h Chronicle, than 
the Loyalty and Courage, the Actions and Death of the General of 
any Army F ging for his Prince and Country ? The Honour and 

of the Earl of £7n4/ey, is fo illuſtrious a Subject, that 


the Cauſe, and the Type of his unfortunate Royal Maſter. 
Yer after all, My Lord, if I may ſpcak my Thoughts, You are 


happy 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory, - 

happy rather to us than to your ſelf: For the Multiplicity,the Cares, 
and the Vex :tions of your Imployment, have betray*d you from your 
ſelf, and given you up into the Poſſeſſion of the Publick. You are 
Robb'd of your Privacy and Friends, and ſcarce any hour of your 
Life you can call your own. Thoſe who enyy your Fortune if hy 
wanted not good Nature, might more juſtly pity it ; and when they 
ſee you watck'd by a Croud of Suitors, whoſe Importunity 'tis impoſit- 
ble to ayoid, would conclude with reaſon, that you have loit mich 
more in trace Content, than you have gain'd by Dignity; and that a 
prveſe Gentleman is better attended by a ſingle Servant, than your 

ordſhip with ſo clamorous a Train. Pardon me, My Lord, it I ſpeak 
like a Philoſopher on this Subject; the Fortune which makes a Man 
Unecaſie, cannot make him Happy: And a Wiſe Man muſt think him- 
{elf Uneafie, when few of his Actions are 1n his Choice. 

Thislaſt Conſideration has brought me to another, and a very fea- 
ſonable one for your Relief: which 1s, That while I pity your want of 
leiſure, I haye impertinently Detain'd you ſo long a time. I have 
put off my own Buſineſs, which was my Dedication, *cill *tis ſo late, 
that I am now aſham'd to begin it: And therefore I will ſay nothing 
of the Poem, which I preſent to you, becauſe I know not if you 
are like to haye an hour, which, with a good Conſcience, you may 
throw away in peruſing it: And for the Author, I hayc only to beg 
the continuance of your Prote&tion to him, who 1s, 


MY LORD, 
Tour Lordſhip 's moſt Obliges, 
moſt Humble, and moſ? 


Obeaent Servant, 


John Dryden. 
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P K&ES ACE 
H E Death of Anthony and Cleopatra, is a SubjeQ which has been trea- 
ted by the greateſt Wits of our Nation, after jShakeſpear ; and by 
all ſo variouſly, that their Example has giv'n me the confidence to 
try my ſelf in this Bowe of Ulyſſes amongſt the Crowd of Sutors ; 
and withal, to take my own Meaſures, in aiming at the Mark. I 
doubt not but the ſame Motive has prevailed with all of us in this attempt ; [ 
mean, the excellency of the Moral : For the chief Perſons repreſented, were fa- 
mous Patterns of unlawful Love ; and their end accordingly was unfortunate. 
All reaſonable Men have long ſince concluded, That the Hero of the Poem 
cught not to be a CharaRter of perfect Virtue, for, then, he could not, without 
injuſtice, be made unhappy ; nor yet altogether wicked, becauſe he could not 


then be pitied: I have therefore ſteer'd the middle courſe ; and have drawn the 
CharaQer of Anthony as favourably as Plutarch, Appian, and Dion Caſſius wou'd 


give me leave: the like I have obſerv'd in Cleoparra. That which is wanting 


to work up the pity to a greater heighth, was not afforded me by the Story : 


for the crimes of Love which they both commuted, were not occaſioned by 


any neceſſity, or fatal ignorance, but were wholly voluntary ; ſince our Paſſions 
are, or ought to be, within our power. The Fabrick of the Play is rcgular 
enough, as to the inferior parts of it ; and the Unitics of Time, Place and Ac- 
tion, more exactly cbſerv'd, than perhaps the Exgliſh Theater requires. Par- 


ticularly, the Action is ſo much one, that it is the only of the kind without 


Epiſode, or Under-plot ; every Scene in the Tragedy conducing to the main 
deſign, and every A concluding with a turn of it. The gpreatcſt error in the 
contrivance ſeems to be in the perſon of Oftavia: For, though I might uſe the 
priviledge of a Poet, to introduce her into Alexandria; yet I had not enough 
confider'd, that the Compaſſon ſhe moy'd to her ſelf and Children, was deſtru- 
ctive to that which I reſerv'd for Anthony and Cleopatra; whoſe mut1al Love 
being founded upon Vice, muſt leſſen the favour of the Audience to them, 
when Virtue and Innocence were oppreſs'd by ir. And, though [ juſtify'd 
Anthony in ſome meaſure, by making Ofavia's departure to proceed wholly 
from her ſelf, yet the force of the firſt Machine (Il remain'd; and the di- 
viding of Pity, like the cutting of a River into many Channels, abatcd the 
ſtrength of the natural-Stream. But this is an Objefion which none of my 


 Criti. ks have urg'd agatnſt me; and therefore I might have let it paſs, if I could 


have reſolved to have been partial to my ſelf. The faults my Encmics have 
found, are rather cavils concerning little, and not eſſential! Decencics; which 
a Maſter of the Ceremonies may decide b:twixt us. The French Pocts, I con- 
feſs, are ſtrict Obſervers of theſe Pun&ilio's: They would not, for example, 
have ſufcr'd Cleopatra and Oftavia to have met; or if they hal met, there 
muſt only have pals'd betwixt them ſome cold civilities, but no cagerneſs of 

a 


repartec 


FRET RCE. 
repartes for fear of offending againſt the greatneſs of their CharaRers, and the 
modeity of their Sex, This Objection I foreſaw, and at the ſame time con- 
temn'd: For I Jadg'd it both natural and probable, that Ofavia, proud of her 
new=gain'd Conqueſt, would ſearch out Cleopatra to crit mph over her; and 
that Cleopatra, thus attack'd, was not of a ſpirit to ſhun the encounter: and *tis 
not unlikely, that two ex1ſperated Rivals ſhould uſe ſuch Satyr as I have pur 
irito their mouths ; for after all, though the one were a Roman, and the other 
a Queen, they were both Women. *T1s true, ſome Actions, though natural, 
are not fit to be repreſented ; and broad Obſcenities in words, ougat in good 
manners to be avoided: Expreſſions therefore are a modeft cloathing of our 
Thoughts, as Breeches and Petticoats are of our Bodies, If I have kept my 
ſclf within the bounds of Modeſty, all beyond it is but Nicety and AﬀeRation ; 
which is ne more but Modeſty deprav'd intoa Vice: They betray themſelves 
who are too quick of Apprehenſion in ſuch caſes, and leave all reaſonable Men 
to imagine worſe of them, than of the Poer, | 

Honeſt Montaigne goes yet farther: Nous ne ſommes que ceremonie ; Ia cere- 
monie nous emporte, & laiſſons la ſubſtance des choſes. Noys nous tenons aux bran- 
ches, & abandonnons le tronc & le corps, Nous avons appris aux Dames de rox- 
fir, oyans ſeulement nommer ce qu elles ne craignent aucunement a faire: Nous 
nu oſons appeller 4 droit nos membres, & ne Craignons pas de les employer a toute 
ſorte de debauche. La ceremonie nous defend d'exprimer par paroles les choſes licites 
& naturales, & nous Ven croyons ; la raiſon nous defend de n'en faire point dillici- 
tes &f manvaiſes, & perſonne ne len croit, My comfort is, that by this Opinion 
my Energies are but ſucking Criticks, who wou'd fain be nibling cer their 
Teeth are come. 

Yet, in this nicety of Manners does the excellency of Frexch Poetry conſiſt : 
Their Heroes are the moſt civil People breathing ; but their good breeding 
ſeldom extends to a word of ſenſe: All their Wit is in their Ceremony ; they 
want the Genius which animates our Stage ; and therefore *tis but neceſſar 
when they cannot pleaſe, that they ſhould take care not to offend. But as the 
civilleſt Man in the Company is commonly the dulleſt, ſo theſe Authors, while 
they are afraid to make you laugh or cry, out of pure good manners, make 
you ſleep. They are ſo careful not to exaſperate a Critick, that they never 


| leave him any work ; ſo buſie with the Broom, -and make fo clean a riddance, 


that there is little left exgher for Cenſure or for Praiſe: For no part of a Poem 


15 worth our diſcommending, where the whole is inſipid ; as when we have once 
talted of pall'd Wine, we ſtay not to examine it Glaſs by Glaſs. But while 
they affe& to ſhine in trifles, they are often careleſs in eſſentials. Thus their 
Hippolitss is, {o ſcrupulous in point of decency, that he will rather expoſe him- 
ſelf to death than accuſe his Step-mother to his Father ; and my Criticks I am 
ſure will commend him for it : but we of groſſer apprehenfiozs, are apt to 


think, that this exceſs Sy is not practicable but with Fools a1d Mad- 
men. This was good ma 


| manners with a vengeance; and the Audience is like to 
be much cencera'd at the misfortunes of this admirable H-ro : but take 


Hippelytus out of his Poctick Fit, and I ſuppoſe he would think it a wiſer part 
to ſet the Saddle on the right Horſe, and chuſe rather to live with the reputation 


_ of a plain-ſpoken honelt Man, than to die with the infamy of an inceſtuous Vil- 


Jail 


PREFACE, 


lain, In the mean time we may take notice, that where the Poet ought to have 
whangpt the Character as it was deliver'd to us by Antiquity, when he ſhould 

ave given us the Picture of a young rough Man, of the Amazonian (train, a 
jolly Huntſman, and both by-his Protefſion and his early rifing a Mortal Enemy 
to Love, he has choſen to give him the tura of Gallantry, ſent him to travel 
from Athens to Paris, taught him to make Love, and transform'd the Hippolyrus 
of Exripides into Monſieur Hippolyte, I ſhould not have troubled my 1elt thus 
far with French Pocts, but that I find our Chedresx Criticks wholly form their 
Judgments by them. But for my part, I deſire to be try'd by the Laws of 
my own Country ; for it ſcems unjuſt to me, that the French ſhould preſcribe 
here, *till they have conquer'd. Our little Sonnettiers who follow them have 
too narrow Souls to judge of Poetry, Poets themſelves are the moſt proper, 
though [ conclude not the only Criticks. But *till ſome Genius,” as Univerſal 
as Ariſtotle, ſhall ariſe, who can penctrate into all Arts and Sciences, without 
the practice of them, I ſhall think it reaſonable, that the Judgment of an Ar- 
tificer in his own Art ſhould be preferable to the Opinion of another Man; ar 
leaſt where he is not brib'd by Intereſt, or prcjudic'd by Malice: And this, I 
ſuppoſe, is manifeſt by plain induction: For, firſt, the Crowd cannot be pre- 
ſum'd to have more than a groſs inftint of what pleaſes or diſpleaſes them : 
Every Man will grant me this: But then, by a particular kindneſs to himſelf, 
he draws his own ftake firſt, and will be diſtinguiſh'd from the multitude, of 
which other Men may think him one. But, if I come cloſer to thoſe who are 
allow'd for witty Men, either by the advantage of their Quality, or by com- 
mon Fame, and afhrm that neither are they qualify'd to decide Sovercingly, con« 
cerning Poetry, I ſhall yet have a ſtrong Party of my Opinion ; for moſt of 
them ſeyerally will exclude the reſt, either from the number of witty Men, or 
at leaſt of able Judges. But here again they are all indulgent to themſelves : 
And every one who believes himſelf a Wit, that is, every Man, will pretend. 
at the ſame time to a right of judging. Bur to preſs it yet farther, there are 
ma'y witty Men, but few Poets, neither have all Poets a taſte of Tragedy. 
And this 1s the Rock on which they are daily ſplitting. Poetry, which is a 


PiQure of Nature, muſt generally pleaſe: But tis not to be underſtood that all 


parts of it muſt pleaſe every Man; therefore is not Tragcdy to be judg'd by 
a witty Man, whoſe taſte is only cenfin'd to Comedy, Nor 1s every Man who 
loves Tragedy a ſufficient Judge of it: He muſt underſtand the excellencies of 
it too, or he will only prove a blind Admirer, not a Critick. From hence it 
comes that ſo many Satyrs on Poets, and Cenſurcs of their Writings, fly a- 
broad. Men of pleaſant Converſation, (at leaſt eſtecma'd ſo) and indu'd with 
a trifling kind of Fancy, perhaps help'd out with ſome ſmatttering of Latine, aze 
ambitious to diſtinguiſh themſelves from the Herd of Gentlemen, by their 
Poetry 3 | 
Nas enim (erme ſenſns communis in illa 
Fortuna. CK, | 

And is not this a wretched Aﬀecation, not to be contented with what Fortune 

has done for them, and fit down quietly with their Eſtates, but they muſt call 


their Wits in queſtion, and ncedlcſly expoſe their nakedneſs to Publick view ? 
Not conſidering that they are not to expect the ſame approbation frem ſober 


2 3 Men, 
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 perſecuting Horace and Virgil, in the Perſons of their Succeſlors, (for ſuch 


PREFACE. 
Men, which they have found from their Flatterers aftcr the third Bottle? If 
a little glittering in diſcourſe h;s paſs'd ih:m on us for witty Mcn, where was 
the neceſſity of undeceiving the World? Would a Man who has an ill Tile to 
an Eſtite, but yet is in poſſeſſion of it, would he-bring it of his own accord, 
to be try'd at Weſtminſter ? We who write, it we want the Talent, yet have 
the excuſe that we do it for a poor ſubliſtaxce; but what cin be ure'd in their 
defence, who not having the Vocation of Poverty to ſcribble out of mecr wan« 
tonr.els, take pains to m:ke themſelves ridiculous? Horace was certainly in the 
right, where he ſaid, That »o A1arn is fatisfy'd with his own condition, A Poet 
is not pleas'd becauſe he 1s not rich; and the Rich are diſcontented, becauſe 
th: Pocts will not admit them of their number. Thus the caſe is hard with 
Writers: If they ſucceed not, they mult ſtarve ; and if they do, ſome malici- 
ous Satyr 1s prepar'd to level them, for daring to pleaſe without their leave. But 
while they are ſo eager to deſtroy the Fame of others, their Ambition is mani=- 
feſt in their concerament: ſome Poem of their own is to be produc'd, and the 
Slaves are to be laid flat with their faces on the ground, that the Monarch may 
appear in the greater Mzjeſty. | | = 
Diony/ius and Nero had the ſame longings, but with all their Power the 
could never bring their buſineſs well about, *'Tis true, they proclaim'd therg» 
ſelves Pocts by found of Trumpet ; and Poets they were upon pain of Death 
ro any Man who duſt call them otherwiſe, The Audierce had a fine time 
on'r, you may imagine; they fate in a bodily fear, and look'd as dcmurtly as 
they could: For *twas a hanging matter to laugh unſeaſonably; and the Ty- 
rants were ſuſpicious, as they had reaſon, that their SubjeRts had 'em in the 
wind; ſo, every Man in his own defence ſet as good a face upon the buſineſs 
as he could: *'Twas known before-hand that the Monarchs were to be Crown'd 
Laureats; but when the Shew was over, and an honeſt Man was ſuffe;'d to 
depart quietly, he took out his Laughter which he had ſifi:d, with a firm 
reſolution never more to ſee an Emperor's Play, though he had been ten years 
a making it, In the mean time, the true Poets were they who made the beſt 
Markets, for they had Wit enough to-yield the Prize with a good grace, and 
not contend with him who had thirty Legions: They were ſure to be rewar» 
ded if they confeſs'd themſelves bad Writers, and that was ſomewhat bet- 
ter than to be Martyrs for their Reputation. Z#can's Example was enough 
to teach them manners; and after he was put to Death, for overcoming Nero, 
the Emperor carried it without diſpute for the beſt Poet in his Dominions : 
No Man was ambitious of that grinning Honour; for if he heard the malici- 
ous Trumpeter proclaiming his Name before his Betters, he knew there was 
but one way with him. Afecenas took another Courſe, and we know he was 


% 


more than a great Man, for he was witty too: But finding himſelf far gone in 


Poetry, which Seneca aſſures us was not his Talent, he thought it his beſt wa 
to be well with Yirgil an&' with Horace; that at leaft he might be a Poet at the 


ſecond hand; and we ſee how happily it has ſucceeded with him; for his own 
| bad Poetry is forgotten, and their Panegyricks of him {till remain, But they 


who ſho uld be our Patrons, are for no ſuch expenſive ways to Fame : They have 
much of the Poetry of Aecenas, but little of his Liberality, They are for 
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is every Man, who has any part of their Soul and Fire, though in a leſs degree.) 
Some of their little Zaxies yer go farther; for they are Perſecutors even of Hs- 
race himſelf, as far as they are able, by their ignorant and vile Imitations of 
him; by making an unjuſt uſe of his Authority, and turnirg his Artillery againſt 
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> his Friends, But how would he diſdain to be' Copy«d by ſuch hands! I dare 

þ anſwer for him, he would be more unealie in their Cemp-ny, than he was with 

A Crifpinus their Forefather in the Holy Way; and would no more have allow'd 

P them a place amongſt the Criticks, than he would Demerrins the Mimick, and 

Fe Tigellias the Buffoon ; 

= —— Demetri, teque Tigelli, 

S. Diſcipulorum inter jubeo plorare Catheadras, 

F With what icorn would hc look down on ſuch miſerable Tranſlators, who make 

W-; Dogerel »t his Latin, miſtake his meaning, miſapply his Cenſures, and oftcn 

K contradi& their own? He is fix'd as a Land-Matk to {ct out the bounds of 
| Poetry, | | 


Saxum, antiqunum ingens ; 
_ Limes agro poſuns litem ut diſcerneret arvis : | ; 

But other Arms than theirs, and other Sinews are rcquir'd, to raiſe the 
weight of ſuch an Author ; and when they would roſs him 2gair[t their Enc- 
mies, | | | 
Genua labant, gelidus concrevit frigore ſangris, 

Tum lapis ipſe, viri vacuum per inane volutus 
Nec ſpatium evafit totwm, nec pertulit ittum. 

For my part, I would wiſh no other revenge, cithcr for my ſelf or the reſt 
of the Poets, from this Rhyming Judge of the Twclve-penny Gallery, this 
Legitimate Son of Sternhold, than that he would ſubſcribe his Name to his Cen» 
ſure, or (not to tax him beyond his Learning ) ſet his mark: for ſhould he own 
himſelf publickly, and come from behind the Lion's Skin, they whom he con- 
demns would be thankful to him, they whom he praiſes would chuſe to be 
Condemned; and the Magiſtrates whom he has Ele&:d, would modeſtly with- - 
draw from their Employment, to avoid the ſcandal of his Nomination. The 
ſharpneſs of his Satyr, next to himſelf, fails moſt kcavily on his Friends, and 
they ought never to forgive him for commending them perpetually the wrong 
way, and ſometimes by contraries. If he have a Friend whoſe haſtineſs in wri- 
ting 15 his greateſt ſault, Forace would have raught him to have minc'd the 
matter, and to have call'd it readineſs of Thought, and a flowing Fancy ; for | 
Friendſhip will allow a Man to Chriſten an ImperfcQion by the Name of ſome . 
Neighbour Virtue: OY, LS | 

Vellem in amicitia fic trraremus; & iſti | 
; Errori, nomen virtus poſuiſſet honeſtum. 
4 But he would never have allow'd him to have call'd a flow Man haſty, or a - 
2 haſty Writer a flow Drudge, as Zavenal cxplains it : . 
5 - Canibus pigris ſcabieque vetuſt a 
Levibas, & ficce lambentibus ora lucerne 
Naomen erit, Paraus, Typris, Leo; {i quid adhuc eſt © 
Quod premit in terris violentins. 
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" Yet Lucretins Laughs at a fooliſh Lover, even for excuſing the ImperfeRi- 


- ons of his Miſtreſs : 


Nigra werixes@ eff, immunda & fetida droouOr. 

Balba loqui non quit, T&zvaiCe's muta pudens eſt, &C. | 
But to drive it, ad Erhiopem Cygnim, is not to be indur'd. I leave him to 
interpret this by the Benefit of his French Verſion on the other fide, and with- 
out farther conſidering him, than I have the reſt of my illiterate Cenſors, whom 
I have diſdain'd to Anſwer, becauſe they are not qualified for Judges. Ir re- 
mains that I acquaint the Reader, that I have endeavour'd in this Play to follow 
the practice of the Ancients, who, as Mr, Rymer has judictouſly obſery'd, are, 


and ought to be our Maſters. Horace likewiſe gives it for a Rule in his Art of 
Poetry, 


——Þos exemplaria Greca 
Netturna verſate mann, verſate diurna, 

Yet, though their Models are regular, they are too little for Engliſh Tra- 
gedy; which requires to be built in a larger Compaſs, I could give an in- 
ſtance in the Oedipns Tyrannns, which was the Maſter-piece of Sophocles; but I 
reſerve it for a more fit occaſion, which I hope to have hereafter. In my Stile 
I have profeſs'd to imitate the Divine Shakeſpear; which that I might perform 
more freely, I have diſincumber'd my ſelt trom Rhyme, Not that I condemn 


my former way, but that this is more proper to my preſent purpoſe. I hope I 


need not to explain my ſelf, that I have not Copy'd my Author ſervilely : 
Words and Phraſes muſt of neceſſity receive a Change in ſucceeding Ages: But 


_ *tis almoſt a Miracle that much of his Language remains ſo pure; and that he 


who began Dramatick Poetry amongſt us, untaught by any, and, as Ben Fohn- 
ſon tells us, withour Learning, ſhould by the force of his own Genius perform 
ſo much, that in a manner he has left no Praiſe for any who come after hime 
The Occaſion is fair, and the Subjze&t would be pleaſant to handle, the diffe- 


rence of Stiles betwixt him and Fletcher, and wherein, and how far they are both 


to be imitated. But ſince I muſt not be over-confident of my own Perform- 


ance after him, it will be prudence in me to be ſilent, Yet, I hope I may affirm, 


and without vanity, that by imitating him, I have excell'd my ſelf throughout 
the Play; and particularly, that I prefer the Scene betwixt Anthony and Yenti- 
dixs in the firſt AQ, to any thing which I have writcen in this kind, 
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PROLOGUE to Anthony and Cleopatra. 


F Hat Flocks of Criticks hover here to day, '» 
As Vultures wait on Armies for their Prey, C 
2 All gaping for the Carcaſe of a Play! 'a, 
2 With Croaking Notes they boad ſome dire Event ; 
* And follow dying Poets by the ſtent. 
4G Ours gives himſelf for gone ; you've watch d your time ; 


He fights this day unarm'd ; without his Rhyme ; + 

And brings a Tale which often has been told ; 

As ſad as Dido's ; and almoſt as old. 

His Hero, whom you Wits his Bully call, ” 

Bates of his mettle, and ſtarce rants at all. 

He's ſomewhat lewd , but a well-meaning Mind ; 

Weeps much ; fights little , but is wond'rous kind, 

In ſhort, a Pattern and Companion fit, 

For all the keeping Tonys of the Pit. 

_ T cou'd name more ; A Wife, and Miſtreſs too; 

»s Both (to be plain) too good for moſt of you : 

= The Wife well-natur'd, and the Miſtreſs true. 
Now, Poets, if your Fame has been his care ; 

Allow him all the Candour you can ſpare. 

A brave Man ſtorns to quarrel once a day ; 

Like Hettors, in at every petty Fray, 

Let thoſe find fault whoſe Wit's ſo very ſmall, 

They've need to ſhow that they can think at all : 

Errors like Straws upon the ſurface flow , 

He who wou'd ſearch for Pearls muſt dive below. 

Fops may have leave to level all they can; 

As Pigmies wou'd be glad to lop a Man. 

Half- Wits are Fleas ; ſo little and ſo light ; 

We ſcarce cou'd know they live, but that they bite, 

But, as the Rich, when tir'd with daily Feuſts, 

For change, become their next poor Tenants Gueſts : 

Drink hearty Draughts of Ale, from plain brown Bowler, 

And ſnatch the homely Raſher from the Coals: 


So you, retiring from much better Cheer, 
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F For once, may venture to do penance here. 
y; = And ſiace that plenteous Autumn now ts paſt, 


Whoſe Grapes and Peaches have Indulg'd your taſte, 
Take in good part from our poor Poet's board, 
Such rivelld Fruits as Winter can afford, 


Perſons 


Perſons R epreſented. 


* x Arc Anthony, | Mr. NF 
Pentidins, his General, Mr. Mohun. 
Dolabella, his Friend, Mr. Clarke. 
Alexas, the Queen's Eunuch, Mr. Goodman. 
 Serapion, Prieſt of Iſis, _ Mr. Griffin. 
Another Prieſt, Mir. Coyfps. 
| Servants to Anthony. 
Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt, | Mrs. Boutell. 
3 Oftavia, Anthony's Wite, Mrs. Corey.) _ 
| Charmion, C leatra' Maids 


{ Jras, 
' ' Anthony's two little Daughters. 


Scene ALEXANDRIA. 


ALL 


ACT I. SCENE, The Temple of Iſis. 
That they have loſt their Name, Our fruitful Nile. 
Flow'd c'er the wonted Seaſon, with a Torrent 
3 Ev'n of the Hinds that watch'd it: Men and Beaſts 
ef Were born above the tops of Trees, that grew 
It ſlipt from underneath the Scaly Herd: 
Here monſtrous Phoce panted on the Shore; 
Sea- Horſes floundring in the ſlimy Mud, 
Toſs'd up their Heads, and daſh'd the Ouze about 'em, 
Serap. Laſt night, between the hours of Twelve and One, 
In a lone Ifle o'th' Cemple, while I walk'd, 
The Iron Wicker that defends the Vault, 
Where the long Race of Prolemies is laid, 
An Armed Ghoſt ſtarts up: The Boy-King loft 
Rear'd his inglorious head. A pcsl of Groans 


1 | & 
Enter Serapion, Myris, Prieſts of Its. 

Serap, P 

So unexpected, and ſo wondrous fierce, 
On th' utmoſt Margin of the Water-mark. 
Forſaken Dolphins there, with their broad Tails, 

Enter Alexas behind them. 

A Whirl-wind roſe, that, with a violent blzſt, 
Burſt open, and diſclos'd the mighty dead. 
T hen follow'd, and a lamentable Voice 


OL THE. 
Ortents and Prodigies are grown ſo frequent, 

That the wild Deluge overtook the haſte, 
' Then, with ſo ſwift an Ebb, the Flood drove backward, 

Lay laihing the departing Waves: Hard by 'em, 

Ayr. Avert theſe Omens, Heav's ! 

| Shook all the Dome : The Doors around me clapr, 

From out each Monument, in order plac'd, 

p > Ciy'd, 


; 5 All for LOVE: Or, 
Cry'd, e/£yypt is ro more. My Blood ran back, 

My ſhaking Knces agaii ſt each othcr knock'd; 

On the cold pavement, down I tcll intranc'd, 

And fo unftiith'd Ift the horrid Scene. 

'F Alexas ſhew-* Ard, Dream'd you this? or, did invent the Story, 
; | _ ing himſcif. . ] Co frighten our e/Zgyptian' Boys withal, 


it And train *em up betimecs in fcar of Prieſthood} 


_ Serap, My Lord, I ſaw you not, 
Nor meant my words ſhould reach your Ears; but what 
I utter'd-was molt true. pA 
Alex. A tooliſth Dream, ' 
Bred from the ſumes of indigeſted Feaſts, 
And holy Luxury. 
_ Serap, 1 know my duty: 
This goes no faither, 
Alex, 'Tis not fit it ſhould, | 
Nor would the times now bear it, were it true.. 
All Southern, from yon Hills, the Roman Camp 
Hangs o'er us black and threatning, like a Storm 
ſuſt breaking on our Heads, 
Serap. Our faint e/Egyprians pray for Anthony ; 
But in their Servile Hearts thy own Oltaviss. 
" Ayr. Why then does Anthony dream out his hours, 
"Vi And tempts not Fortune for a noble Day, 
Which might redecm what A#inm loſt ? / 
| Alex. He thinks *tis paſt recovery. 
| Serap. Yct the Foe 
Seems not to preſs the Siege, 
Ih Alex. O, there's the wonder. 
| A1ecenas and Aprippa, who can moſt 
i With Ceſar, are his Focs, His Wife Octavia, 
fl; Driv'n from his Houſe, ſolicites her Revenge ; 
4 Ard Dolabella, wh. was cnce his Friend, 
Upon ſome private grudge, now ſeeks his ruin : 
Yet fill War ſe:ms on cither fide to fleep.. 
Serap. *Tis ſtrange that Anthony, for ſome days pat, 
Has not beheld the face of Cleopatra 
Bur here, in //s Temple, lives retir'd. 
And makes his Heart a prey to black deſpair, 
Alex. *Tis true: and we much fear he hopes by abſence 
To cure his mind of Love. 
Serap. If he be vanhuith'd, 
Or make his peace, egypt 1s doom'd to be 
A Roman Province; and our plenteous Harveſt 
Muſt :hen redeem the ſcarceneſs of their Soul, 
While Anthony Rood firm, our Alexandria 
Rival'd proud Rome (Dominion's other Scat? 
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x4 And Fortune ftridirg, like a vaſt Coloſſus,  * 

44 Cou'd fix an equal foot of Empire here, 

Fj Alex, Had I my with, th:fe Tyrants of all Nature, 
of | Who lord it o'er Mankind, ſhould periſh, periſh 
| Each by the others Sword; but, fince our Will 

Is lamely follow'd by our pow'r, we muſt 

Depend on one; with him to riſe or fall. 

Serap. How ſtands the Queen affected? 
Alex. O, ſhe dotes, 

She dotes, Serapion, on this vanquiſh'd Man, 

And winds her {elf about his mighty ruins; 

Whom would ſhe yet forſake, yet yield him up, 
This hunted Prey, to his purſuers hands; 

She might preſerve us all; but *tis In vait=——— 
This changes my Deſigns, this blaſts my Counſcls, 
And makes me uſe all means to keep him here, 
Whom I could wiſh divided from her Arms 

Far as the Earth's deep Center, Well you know 
The ſtate of things; no more of your ill Omens, 
And black Prognoſticks; labour to confirm | 
The peoples Hearts. 


Enter Ventidius, talking aſide with 4 Gentleman of Anthony's. 
Serap, Theſe Romans will o'er-hear us, | 


Bur, who's that Stranger? By his Warlike Port, 
His fierce demeanor, and erected look, 
He's of no vulgar note. 

Alex. O "tis Ventidias, | 
Our Emp'rors great Lieutenant in the Eaſt, | 
Who firſt ſhow'd Rome, that Parthia could be Conquer'd. 
When Aznthony return'd from Syria laſt, 


E He left this Man to guard the Roman Frontiers, 
- Serap. You ſeem to know him well. | 
4 Alex. Too well. I ſaw him in Gliciz firſt, 


When Cleopatra there met Azrthony : 
A mortal Foe he was to us, and e-£pypt; 
Burt, let me witneſs to the worth 1 hate, 


2 A braver Roman never drew a Sword. 
; Firm to his Prince; bur, as a Friend, not Slave. 
3 He ne'er was of his Pleaſures; bur prelides 


O'cr all his cooler Hours and morning Counſcls : 
In ſhort, the plainnefe, fierceneſs, rugged virtue 
Of an old true-Rtampt Romaz lives in him. 

His comme bodes I know not what of il1 

To o'r Aﬀairs, Withdraw, to mark him better, 
5 And I'll acquaint you, why I fought you here, 


B > 
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And what's our preſent work,” ' (C They withdraw to 4 corner of the 
Vent, Not ſee him; ſay you? Stage ; and Ventidius, with the 
I ſay, I muſt and will. other, comes forwards to. the. front. 
Gent, He has commanded, 2 DE 
On pain of Death, none ſhould approach his Preſence. 
Vent, 1 bring him news will raiſe his diooping Spirits, 
Give him new life, ee 
Gent, He ſees not Cleopatra. | 
Vent, Would he had never ſeen her, 6k 
Gent, He Eats not, Drinks not, Sleeps not, has no uſe 
Of any thing, but Thought; or, if he Talks, 
"Tis to himſclf, and then 'tis perfe&t Raving: 
Then he defies the World, and bids it paſs; 
Sometimes he gnaws his Lip, and Curſes loud 
The Boy Ctavins: Then he draws his Mouth: 
Into a ſcornful Smile, and cries, 'Take all, 
[The World's not worth my care, : 
Vent. Jul juſt his nature. 
Virtue's his path; but ſometimes 'tis too narrow 
For his vaſt Soul; and then he ſtarts out wide, 
And bounds into a Vice that bears him far 
From his firſt courſe, and plunges him in ills: 
Bur, when his danger makes him find his faulr, 
Quick to obſerve, and full of ſharp remorſe, 
He cenſures eagerly his own miſdeeds, 
Judging himſclf with Malice to himſelf, 
And not forgiving what as Man he did, 
Becauſe his other parts are more than Man. 7 
He muſt not thus be loſt. [ Alexas and the Prieft come forward. 
Alex. You have your full Inſtructions, now advance; | 
* Proclaim your Orders loudly. 
Serap. Romans, e/Egyptians, hear the Queen's Command, 
Thus Cleoparra bids, Let Labour ceaſe, 
To Pomp and Triumphs give this happy day, 
T hat gave the World a Lord: *Tis Anthony's, 
Live, Anthony; and Cleopatra live. 
Be this the general Voice ſent up to Heav'n, 
And every publick Place repeat this echo. 
Vent. afiae. | Fine Pageantry }F 
Serap. Set out before your doors 
The Images of all your Sleeping Fathers, | 
With Laurels crowd; with Eaurels wreath your Þ. fts, 
Ard ſftrow with Flow'rs the Pavement; Let the Prieſt 
Po preſent Sacrifice; Pour out the Wine, a 
And call the Gods to join with you. in gladneſs. 
Vent. Curſe on the Tongue char bids this general Joy.- 
Cav they be friezds of Anthony, who Revel 


When 


| Yet, after ViRory, more pitiful 
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When Anthony's in danger? Hide, for ſhame, 
You Romans, your Great Grandfires Images, 

For fear their Souls ſhould animate their Marbles, 
To bluſh at their degenerate Progeny. 

Alex. A Love which knows no bounds to Anthony, 
Would mark the Day with Honours; when all Heav'n 
Labour'd for him, when each propitious Star 
Stood wakeful in his Orb, to watch that Hour, 


— 


And ſhed his better influence. Her own Birth-day 


Our Queen negle&ed, like a vulgar Fate, 
T hat pa(s'd obſcurely by. 

Vent. Would it had ſlept, | 
Divided far from his: *Till ſome remote 
And future Age had call'd it out, to ruin 
Some other Prince, not him. 

- Alex. Your Emperor, | 
Though grown unkind, would be more gentle, than 
T*upb:aid my Queen for loving him too well, 

Vent ;,-Dccs the mute Sacrifice upbraid the Prieſt ? 
He knows him rot his Executioner, 

O, ſhe has deck'd his Ruin with her Love, 
Led him in Golden Bands to gaudy Slaughter, 
And made perdition pleaſing: She has left him 
The ilank of what he was ; 

T tell thee, Eunuch, the has unman'd him 
Can any Roman ſee, and know him now, 


Thus alter*'d from the Lord of halt Mankind, 


Unbent, unſinew'd, made a Woman's Toy, 
Shrunk from the vaſt extent of all his Honours, 
And cramyt within a corner of the World? 

O, Anthony | | 


"Thou bravelt Soldier, and thou beſt of Friends ! 


Bounteous as Nature; next to Nature's God! 

Couldſt thou but make new Worlds, ſo wouldſt thou give 'em, 
As Bounty were thy Being. Rough in Battel, 

As the firſt Romans, when they went to War ; 


" 


Than all their Praying Virgins left at home! 

Alex. Would you could add to thoſe more ſhining Virtues, 
His Truth to her who loves him, 

Yent. Would I could nor. 
But, wherefore waſte I precious hours with thee ? 


_ Thou art her darling Miſchief, her chief Engine, 


Anthony's other Fate, Go, tell thy Queen, 
Pentidins 1s arriv*d, to end her Charms, 

Let.your e/Zzyptian Timbrels play alone; 

Nor mix Effcminate Sounds with Roman Trumpets. 


You 
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You dire not fight for Anthony; go Pray, NE ; 
And keep. your Coward's-Holy-Day in Temples. [ Exennt Alex, Serap. 
Re-enter the Gentlemen of M., Anthony. 
2 Gent, The Emperor approaches, and commancs, 
On pain of Death, that none preſume to ſtay, 
I Gent, 1 dare not diſobey him. [ Going out-with the other. 
Vent, Well, I dare. ; 
But, I'll obſerve him firſt unſeen, and find 

Which way his humour drives: Pll venture. _ [Witharaws. 

ns Enter Anthony, walking with. a diſturb'd Ifotion, before he ſpeaks. 
Anth, They tell me 'tis my Birth-day, and I'll keep it 

With double pomp ofadnels. | 

'Tis what the Day dcferves, which gave me breath. 

Why was I rais'd the Meteor of the Worls, 

Hung in the Skies, and blazing as I trayelt'd, 

'Till all my fires were ſpent; and then caſt downward 

To be trod out by Cz/ar ? 
Vent. On my Soul, [ Afede. 

*Tis mournful, wondrous mournful! 

. Anth. Count thy Gains. : 
Now, Anthony, would'it thou be born for this 
Glutton of Fortune ? Thy devouring Youth 
Has ſtarv'd thy wanting Age. | 

Vent. How Sorrow ſhakes him! [ Afrde. 
So, now the Tempcſt tears him up by th' Roots, 
And on the ground extends the noble Ruin, | Ant. having thrown himſelf down, 
Lie there, thou ſhadow of an Emperor; © 
The place thou preſſcſt on thy Mother-carth 
Is all thy Empire now: now it contains thee ; 
Some few days hence, ard then *twill be too large, 
When thow':t contracted in the narrow Urn, 
Shrunk to a few cold aſhes; then Oftavia, 
(For Cleopatra will rot live to ſee tt) 
Otavia then will have thee all her own, 
And bear thee in her Widow'd hard to Ceſar; 
Ceſar will weep, the Crocodile will weep, 
To ſec his Rival of the Univerſe gs 
Lye ſtill and peaceful there, I'Il think no more on't. 
Give me ſome Mulick; look that it be fad : 
Pabore: wy melancholy till I ſwell, 
And burſt my felf with ſighirg—— 
*Lis ſomewhat to m ent Stay, I fancy "1 ti 
I'm now turn'd wild, a Commoner of Nature; 

Of all forſaken, and forſaking all; 

Live in a ſhady Foreſt's Sylvan Scene, 

_ Strerch'd at my length beneath ſome blaſt: d Oak, 

I lean my head vpon the Mofly Park, 


And 
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And look juſt of a piece, as I grew from it: * 
My uncomb'd Locks, matted like 24ifleroe, 
Hang o'er my hoary Face; a murm'ring Brook 
Runs at my foot. ; 
Vent. Methinks I fancy 
My ſelf there too. 2s SG | 
Azxt. The Herd come jumping b S) : ; 
And fearleſs, quench their thirſt, while 1 look on, 
And take me for their Fellow-Citizen. 


More of this Image, more; it lulls my thoughts. - [Soft Auſick again. 
Yent. I muſt diſturb him; I carrhold'no longer. _ | Stands before him, 


Ant, ſtarting up.] Art thou Yentidins ? 
Vent, Are you Anthony ? ; 
I'm liker what I was, than you to him 


I left you laſt. : , 


Ant, I'm angry. 

Vent. So am I. 

Ant. I would be private: leave me. 
Vent. Sir, I love you, 


And therefore will not leave you. 


Ant. Will not leave me?_ | 
Where have you learnt that Anſwer? Who'am I? 
Vent, My Emperor; the Man I love next Heav'n : 
If I ſaid more, I think 'twere ſcarce a Sin; 
Yeare all that's good and god-like, | n 
Ant. All that's wretched. 
You will not leave me then? 
Vent. * Twas too preſuming | | 
To ſay I would not; but I dare not leave you: 
And, *tis unkind in you to chide me hence 
So ſoon, when I ſo far have come to ſee you. 
Ant, Now thou haſt ſeen, art thou fatisfy'd? 


For, if a Friend thou haſt ſeen me, beheld enough; 
And if a Foe, too much. 


Vent, weeping. | Look, Emperor, this is no common Dew, 


T have not wept this Forty years; but now 


My Mother comes afreſh into my Eyes; 
I cannot help her ſoftneſs, : 
Ant, By Heav'n, he weeps, poor good old Man, he weeps { 
The big round drops courſe one another down 
The furrows of his Cheeks. Stop *em, Yentidins, 
Or I ſhall bluſh to death: they ſet my ſhame, 
T hat caus'd *em, full before me. 


Vent, Tl do my beſt, | 


Ant, Sure there's contagion in the Tears of Friends : 
See, I have caught it too. Believe me, *tis not 


For my own griefs, but thine—— Nay, Father. 
Vent. 


—— > ——  — 
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Vent. Emperor. | 
»t, Emperor! Why, that's the ſtyle of ViRtory, 

The Conqu'ring Soldier, red with unfelt wounds, 
Salutes his General ſo; but never more 
Shall that ſound reach my Ears. 

Vent, I warrant you, 

Ant. Altium, Alliun | Oh 

Vent, It ſits too near you. 

Ant. Here, here it lyes; a lump of Lead by day, 
. And, in my ſhort diſtraQted nightly Slumbers, 
The Hag that rides my Dreains — 
 Yent, Out with it; give it vent. 
_ - Ant. Urge not my ſhame. 
I loſt a Battel. | 

Vent, So has Julius done, - 

Ant. Thou favour'ſt me, and ſpeak'ſt not half thou 
For F=lizs fought it out, and loſt it fairly : 
But Anthony—— | Ds 

Vent. Nay, ſtop not. 

Ant, Anthony 
(Well, thou wilt have it) like a Coward fled, 


Fled while his Soldiers fought; fled farſt, Pentidins. 


Thou long'ſt to curſe me, and I give thee leave. 

I know thou com'ft prepar'd to rail. 
Vent, I did. . | | 
Ant. T'll help thcee——1 have been a Man, Yentidins. 
Vent. Yes, and a brave one; but 
Ant. I know thy meaning. 

But I have loſt my Reaſon, have diſgrac'd 

The name of Soldier with inglorious eaſe. 

In the full Vintage of my flowing honours 

Sate ſtill, and ſaw it preſt by. other hands. 

Fortune came.ſmiling to my youth, and woo'd it, 

And purple greatneſs met my ripen'd years. 

When firſt I came to Empire, 1 was born 

On Tides of People, crouding to my Triumphs; 

The wiſh of Nations; and the willing World 

Receiv'd me as its pledge of future peace; 

I was fo great, ſo happy, -ſo belov'd, 

Fate could not ruin me; *till I took pains 


And work'd againſt my Fortune, chid her from me, 


_ And turn'd her loofe; yet ſtill ſhe came again. 

My careleſs days, and my luxurious nights, _ 
At length have weary'd her, and now ſhe's gone. 
Gone, gone, divorc'd for ever. Help-me, Soldier, 
To curſe this Madman, this induſtrious Foo), 
Who labour'd to be wretched: prithee curſe-me. 


think'ft; 


——— 


Vent. 
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| Vent. No. 
Ant, Why? 
© Vent, Youaretoo ſenſible already 


*N © Of what y'ave done, too conſcious of your failings, 


And, like a Scorpion, whipt by others firſt 

To fury, ſting your ſelf in mad Revenge. | * 

I would bring Balm and pour it in your Wounds, | 

Cure your diſtemper'd mind, and heal your fortunes. + | 

Ant. Tknow thou would'ſt, 
Vent, I will: 
Ant. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Vent. You Laugh, 


Ant. Ido, to ſee officious loye 
Give Cordials to the dead. 


Yerit, You would be loſt then? 
Ant. | am. | | 
Vent. I ſay, you are not, Try your fortune. COrtk 
Ant. Thave to tt'urmoſt. Doſt thou think me deſperate. 
Without juſt cauſe? No, when I found all loſt 
| Beyond repair, I hid me from the World, 
And learnt to ſcorn it here; which now I do 
So heartily, I think it is not worth 
The coſt of keeping. 
Vent. C2ſar thinks not ſo: 
He'll thank you for the gift he could not take. 
You would be kill'd, like Tz#/ly, would you} Do, 
Hold out your Throat to Czſar, and die tamely, 
Ant. No, I can kill my ſelf; and ſo reſolve. 


Yent, 1 candie with you too, when time ſhall ſerve; 'Y 
But Fortune calls upon us now to live, | | 
To Fight, to Conquer, Re 

Art. Sure thou Dream'ſt, PYentidins, 

Vent. No, 'tis you Dream; you ſleep away your hours 
In deſperate Sloth, miſcall'd Phileſophy. 

Up, up, for Honour's ſake ; twelve Legions wait you, 4 

And long to call you Chief: By painful Journies, 

I led'empatient, both of heat and hunger, 

Down from the Parthian Marches, to the Nile. 

"Twill do you gocd to ſee their Sun-burnt faces, = 
Their $kar'd Cheeks and chopt Hands; there's virtue in*'em 


They'll fell thoſe mangled Limbs at dearer Rates 
Than you trim Bands can buy. 


| Ant. Where left you them} 
Vent, I faid, in lower Syria. 
Ant. Bring *em hither; 

There may be life in theſe. 
Vent, They will not come, 


p 
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T; Aat Why didſt thou mock my hopes with promis'd aids 
To double my deſpair? They're mutinous, a 

Yent, Moſt firm and loyzi. 

Ant. Yet they will not March 
To ſuccour me. Oh trifler ! 

Vent, They petition 
You would make haſte to head *«m. 

Ant. I'm beſfteg'd.. 
 Yent, There's but one way ſhut up: How came I hither? 

Ant, 1 will not ſtir. 

Vent, They would perhaps defire 
A better reaſon. 

Ant. I havenever us'd 
My Soldiers to demand a reaſon of 
My actions, Why did they refuſe to March? 

Vent. They ſaid, they would not fight for Cleopatra. 

Ant. What was't they ſaid 2 Ws, 

Vent, They ſaid they would not fight for Cleopatra. = 
Why ſhould they fight, indeed, to make her Conquer, 
And make you more a Slave? to gain you Kingdoms, 
Which, for a Kiſs, at your next Midnight Feaſt, 
You'll ſell to her? Then Ge new names her Jewels, 
And calls this Diamond ſuch or ſuch a Tax, 
Each Pendant in hcr Ear ſhall be a Province. 5 

Ant. Ventidias, 1 allow your Tongue free licence 
On all my other faults; but, on your life, 
No word of Cleopatra : She deſerves 
More Worlds than I can loſe. 

Vent, Behold, you Powers, 
To whom you have intruſted Human kind ; 
See Europe, Africk, Aſia, put in balance, -” wa, ” 
And all weigh'd down by one light worthleſs Woman! 
FT think the Gods are Anthony's, and give, 
Like Prodigals, this nether World away 
To none but waſtful hands. 

Ant. You grow preſumptuous. 

Vent. I take the privilege of plain love to ſpeak. '£ 

Vent. Plain love! plain arrogance, plain inſolence: 
The Men are Cowards; thou an envious Traitor; 
Who, under ſeeming honeſty, haſt vented 
The burthen of thy rank o'erflowing Gall. 
O that thou wert my equal; great in Arms 
As the firſt Ceſar was, that I might kill thee 
Without a Stain to Honour ! 

Yent, You may kill me; | 
You have done more alteady, call'd me Traitor. 

Ant, Art thou not one? 
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Fent. For ſhowing you your ſelf, 

Which none elſe dur have done; but had I been 

That name, which I diſdain to ſpeak again, 

I needed not have ſought your abje& Fortunes, 
Come to partake your Fate, to die with you. 
What hindred me t' have led my Conqu'ring Eagles 
To fill Otavins's Bands? I could have been 
A Traitor then, a glorious happy Traitor, 

And not have been ſo call'd. 

An, Forgive me, Soldier: 
I've been too paſſionate. | 

Vent, You thought me falſe; 
Thought my old Age betray'd you; Kill me, Sir: 
Pray, kill me; yet you need not, your unkindneſs 
Has left your Sword no work. 

Ant. 1 did not think ſo; | > 
I ſaid it in my rage: prithee forgive me}: 

Why didſt thou tempt my Anger, by diſcovery 

Of what I would not hear. ; 
Pent, NoPrince but you | mo 

Could merit that ſincerity I us'd, 

Nor durſt another Man have ventur'd it ; 

But you, cer Love miſ-led your ,wandring Eyes, 

Were ſure the chief and beſt of Human Race, 

Fram'd in the very pride and boaſt of Nature, 

So perfeR, that the Gods who form'd you, wonder'd 
At their own skill, and cry'd, a lucky hit 
Has mended ourdefign, Their envy hindred, 

= = Elſe you had been immortal], and a Pattern, 

£ When Heav'n would work for oftentation ſake, 

To copy out again. | | 
Ant. But Cleopatra—— 

Go on; forIcan bear it now. 

_ /ent, Nomore, | 


Ant. Thou dar'ſt not truſt my Paſhons;: but thou may'ſt 
Thou only lov'ſt ; the reſt have flatter'd me. 


Vent, Heav'ns bleſſing on your heart for that kind word, 
May I believe you love me? Speak again. 

Ant. Indeed I do. Speak this, and this, and this. 
Thy praiſes were unjuſt; but I'll deſerve 'em, 
And yct mend all. Do with me what thou wilt; 

Lead me to Victory, thou know'ſt the wap. 

Vent, And, will you leave this—— 

Avnt, Prithce do not curſe her, 

AndI will leave her; though, Heav'n knows I love 
Beyond Life, Conqueſt, Empire; all, but Honour. 
But I will leave her. 

Veut, That's my Royal Maſter. 


& 
4 
, 


{| Hugging him, 
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And ſhall we fight? 
__ Ant, I warrant thee, old Soldier, 
Thou ſhalt behold me once again in Iron, 
And at the head of our old Troops, that beat 
The Parthians, cry aloud, Come follow me. 
Vent. O now 1 hear my Emperor! In that word 
Oftavins fell, Gods, let me ſee that day, 
And it I have Ten Years behind, take all; 
I'll thank you for th' exchange, 
Ant. Oh Cleopatra ! 
Vent. Againg 


Ant, I've done: In that laſt Sigh ſhe went, 
Ceſar ſhall know what 'tis to force a Lover, 
From all he holds moſt dear, 


Vent, Methinks you breath 
Another. Soul: Your looks are more Divine; 
You ſpeak a Hero, and you move a God. | 
' Ant, O, thou haſt fir'd me; my Souls up in Arms, 
And Mans each part about me : Once again 
T hat noble eagerneſs of Fight has ſeiz'd me 
That eagerneſs with which I darted upward 
To Caſſris's Camp: In vain the ſteepy Hill 
Oppos'd my way; invain a War of Spears 
Sung round my head; and planted all my ſhield: 


I won the Trenches, while my foremoſt Men 
Lagg'd on the Plain below. 


Vent. Ye Gods, ye Gods, 
For ſuch another honour, 
Ant. Come on, my Soldier ! 
Our Hearts and Arms areſtill the ſame: I long, 
Once more to meet our Focs; that Thou and I, 
Like Time and Death, marching before our Troops, 
May taſte Fate to 'em, mow 'em out a paſſage, 
And entring where the foremoſt Squadrons yield, 
| Begin the noble Harveſt of the Field. 


— _— 


| Exennt. 


7 ACT IT 


Enter Cleopatra, Iras, and Alexas. 


Alex. He goes to fight for you. 
Cleo. Then he would ſee me &er he went to Fight: 
Flatter me not: If once he goes, he's loſt: 
And all my hopes deſtroy'd 


Cleo. 1A T ſhall I do, or whither ſhall I turn? 
\ ; \ / Pentidins has :o'ercome, and he will go. 


Alex 


Fate took the word, and then I liv'd, or dy'd. 
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| Alex. Does this weak paſſion 
Become z mighty Queen? 
Cleo, I am no Queen; : 
Is this to be a Queen, to be beſieg'd 
By yon inſulting Roman; and to walt 
Exch hour the ViRor's Chain 2 Theſe 1lls ate ſmall; 
For Anthony is loſt, and I can Mourn 
For nothing elſe but him. Now come, Oftavizs, 


I have no more to loſe; prepare thy Bands; 


I'm fit to be a Captive: Anthony 
Has taught my mind the fortune of a Slave, 

Tras. Call Reaſon to ſliſt you. 

Cleo. IT have none. 
And none would have: My Love's a noble Madneſs. 
Which ſhows the-cauſe deſerv'd it. Moderate Sorrow 
Fits vulgar Love; and for a vulgar Man: 

But I have Lov'd with ſuch tranſcendent Paſſion, 
I ſoar'd, at firſt, quite out of Reaſon's view, 
And now am loſt above it—— No, I'm proud 
'Tis thus, would Anthony could ſee me now; 
Think you he would not ſigh? Though he muſt leave me, 
Sure he would ſigh: For he is noble-natur'd, 
And bears a tender heart: I know him well. 
Ah, no, I know him not; I knew him once, 
But now *tis paſt, 
Tras. Let it be paſt with you: 
Forget him, Madam. 

Cleo, Never, never, /ras: 

He was once mine; and once, though now *tis gone, 
Leaves a faint Image of roſſeſion fill 

Alex. Think him unconſtant, cruel, and ungrateful. 

Cleo. I cannot: if I could, thoſe thoughts were vain; 
Faithleſs, ungrateful, cruel, tho' he be, | 
I ſtill moſt love him. 

Enter Charmion, 
Now, what News my Charmion? | 
W1l! he be kind ? And will he not forſake mc? 
Am [ to live or die? Nay, doT live? 
Or am I dead? for when he gave his anſwer, 


Char. I found him, Madam ——— 

Cleo, A long Speech preparing ? 
If thou bring*{t comfort, hafte and give it me; 
For never was more need, | 

Tras. I know he loves you. 

Cleo, Had he been kind, her Eyes had told me ſo, 
Befors her Tongue eould ſpeak it: Now ſhe ſtudies, 


"14 All fr LOVE: Op, 
To ſoften whit he ſaid; but give me death, 
Juſt as he ſent it, Charmios, undiſguis'd, 
And in the words he ſpoke. 
Char.-I found him then - 
Incompaſs'd round, I think, with Iron Statues, 
So mute, ſo motionleſs his Soldiers ſtood, 
While awfully he caſt his Eyes about, 
And ev'ry Leader's hopes or fears ſurvey'd: 
Methought he look'd reſolv'd, and yet not pleas'd. 
When he beheld me ſtrugling in the Croud, 
He bluſh'd, and bad, make way. | 
Alex. There's comfort yct. 
Char, Ventidias fixt his Eyes upon my paſſage, | : 
"Severely, 2s he meant to frown me back, 
And ſullenly gave place: I told my meſſage 
1 uſt as you gave it, broken and diſorder'd; 
I number'd in it all your ſighs and tears, 
And while I mov'd your pitiful requeſt, 
That you but only beg'd a laſt farewell, 
He fetch'd an inward groan, and ev'ry time 
1 nam'd you, figh'd, as if his heart were breaking, 
But ſhun'd my Eyes, and guiltily look'd down ; 
He ſeem'd not now the awful A»tho | 
"Who ſhook an Arm'd Aſſembly with his Nod, 
But making ſhow as he would rub his Eyes, 
Diſguis'd and blotted out a falling tear. TED 
Cleo, Did he then weep} And, was I worth a tear? 
Tf what thou haſt to ſay be not as pleaſing, 
Tell me no more, but let me die-contented. 
Char. He bid me ſay, he knew himſelf fo well, 
He could deny you nothing, if he ſaw you; 
And therefore | 
Cleo, Thou wouldſt fay, he would not ſee me? 
Char. And therefore beg'd you not to uſe a power, 
Which he could ill reſiſt; yer he ſhould ever 
Reſpe& you as he ought. X oy 
Cleo, Is that a word 
For 4xthony to uſe to Cleopatra ? MES. 
O that faint word, Reſpet! How I diſdain it! 
Diſdain my ſelf, for loving after it! 
He ſhould have kept that word for cold Oftavia. 
Reſpe& is for a Wife, Am I that thing, 
That dull infipid lump, without defares, 
And without pow'r to give 'em? 
+ Mex, You migjudge; R 
You ſee through Love, and that deludes your fight: 
As, what is ſtrait, ſeems crooked through the Water ; 


But 


KA 
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But T, who bear my reaſon undiſturb'd, 

Can ſee this Anthony, this dreaded Man, 

A fearful Slave, who fain would run away, 
And ſhuns his Maſter's Eyes: If you purſue him, 
My life on't, he till drags a chain along, 

That needs muft clog his Flight. 

Cleo, Could I believe thee !———— 

Alex. By ev'ry circumſtance I know he Loves. 
True; he's hard preſt, by Intereſt and by Honour ;. 
Yet he but doubts, and parlies, and caſts out 
Many a long look for ſuccour. 

Cleo. He ſends word, 

He fears to ſee my face. 

Alex. And would you more? 

He ſhows his weakneſs who declines the Combat ;- 

And you muſt urge your fortune. Could he ſpeak 

More plainly? To my Ears, the Meſſage ſounds 

Come to my reſcue, Cleopatra, come ; 

Come, free me from Yentidius; from my Tyrant: 

See me, and give me a pretence to leave him. 

T hear his Trumpets, This way he muſt paſs. 

Pleaſe you, retire a while; I'll-work him firſt, 

That he may bend more eaſie. | 
Cleo. You ſhall rule me; + 


But all, I fear, in vain. | [Exit with Char. and Iras; 
Alex. I fear ſo too! | 


Though I conceal'd my thoughts, to make her bold: 


But, 'tis our utmoſt means, and Fate befriend it. [ Withdraws, 


Enter LiQtors with Faſces ; one bearing the Eagle : Then Enter 
Anthony with Ventidius, follow'd by other Commanders, 
Ant. Oftavins is the Minion of blind Chance, 
But holds from Virtue nothing. 
Vent. Has he courage? | 
Ant. But juſt enough to ſeaſon him from Coward. 
O, *tis the coldeſt Youth upon a Charge, 
The moſt deliberate fighter! If he ventures 
(As in 1lyria once they ſay he did 
To ſtorm a Town) *tis when he cannot chuſe, 
When all the World have fixt their Eyes upon him; 
And then he lives on that for ſeven years after, 
Buf, at a cloſe revenge he never fails. 
Yent, I heard, you challeng'd him. 
Ant. I did, Yentidins, 
W hat think'ſt thou was his anſwer? *twas ſo tame, —— 
He ſaid he had more ways than to die; 
I had not. Ny RN 
Vent. Poor ! 


41h ©. 
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Ant, He has more ways than one; iy 

But he would chu'e *em all before that one, - 
Vent, He firſt would chuſe an Ague, or a Fever: _ 
Ant. No: It mult be an Ague, not a Fever; 

He has not warmth <nongh to die by that. 
Vent, Or old Age, and a Bed, _ 
Ant, Ay, there's his choice, 

He would live, like a Lamp, to the laſt wink, 

And crawl upon the utmoſt verge of life: 

O Hercules! Why ſhould a Man like this, 

W ho dares not truſt his fatc for one great ation, 

Be all the care of Heav'n? Why ſhould he Lord it 

 O'er Fourſcore thouſand Men, of whom, each one 

Is braver than himſelf? _ 
Vent. You conquer'd for him: 

Phillippi knows/it: there you ſhar'd with him 

That Empire, which your Swoxd made all your own. 
Ant, Fool that I was, upon my Eagles Wings 

I bore this Wren, till I was tir'd with ſoaring, 

And now he mounts above me. 

'Good Heay*ns, is this, is this the Man who braves me 2 
Who bids my age make way: drives me before him, 
To the World's ridge, and ſweeps me off like rubbiſh ? 

Vent, Sir, we loſe time ;. the Troops are mounted all. 
Ant, Then give the word to March: 

T long to leave this Priſon of a Town, 

To join thy Legions; and, 1n open Field, \ 
Once more to ſhow my Face, Lead, my Deliverer. 
Enter Alexas. 
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Alex. Great Emperor, 
Jn mighty Arms renown'd above Mankind, 
Bur, in ſoft pity to the oppreſt, a God: 
'This Meffage ſends the mournful Cleopatra 
To her departing Lord. _ : 

Pent. Smooth Sycophant! | | 

Alex. A thouſand Wiſhes, and ten thouſand Prayers, 
Millions of Bleſſings wait you to the Wars, | 
Millions of Sighs and Tears ſhe ſends you too, 
And would have fent 
As many dear Embraces to your Arms, - 

As many parting Kiſſes to your Lips; | 
- But thoſe, ſhe fearghave weary'd you already. 

Vent. Aſide.| Falſe Crocodile! gg RS 
' Alex. And yet ſhe begs not now, you would not leave her; 

That were a wiſh too mighty for her hopes, 


Too preſuming for her low Fortune, and your ebbing Love; 


That were « wiſh for her mere proſperous dayy, | 
Her blooming Beauty, and your growing kindneſs. 


Ants 


The WORLD well bop. 
Ant. afide.\) Well, I muſt man it out; What would the Queen? 
Alex. Firſt, to thoſe noble Warriors, who attend 

Your daring Courage in the chaſe of Fame, 
(Too daring, and too dang'rous for her Quiet) 
She humbly recommends all ſhe holds dear, 
All her own Cares and Fears, the care of you. 

Vent, Yes, witneſs Allium, 

Ant, Let him ſpeak, Yentidias. 

Alex. You, when his matchleſs Valour bears him forward 
With Ardor too Heroick, on his Foes, 
Fall down, as ſhe would do, before his Feet ; 

Lye in his way, and ſtop the paths of Death ; 

T<ll him, this God is not invulnerable, 

 Thatabſent Cleopatra bleeds in him ; 

And, that you may remember her Petition, 

She begs you wear theſe Trifles, as a Pawn, | 

Which at your wiſht return, ſhe will redeem | Gives Fewels to the Commanatrs. 

With all the Wealth of eEgypr: 
This to the great Yertidins the preſents, 
Whom ſhe can never count her Enemy, - 
Becauſe he loves her Lord. 

Vent. Tell her I'll none on't ; 

I'm not aſham'd of honeſt Poyerty:: 

Not all the Diamonds of the Eaſt can bribe 

Ventidins from his Faith, Ihope to ſce 

. Theſe, and the reſt of all her ſparkling ſtore, 

Where they ſhall more deſervingly be plac'd. 
Art, And who muſt wear 'em then? 

Vent, The wrong'd Oftavia. 

Ant, You might have ſpar'd that word, 

Vent, And he that Bribe. 

Ant. But have I no remembrance? 

Alex. Yes, a dear one : 

Your Slave, the Queen — 
Ant. My Miſtreſs. _ 
___ Alex. Then your Miſtreſs, 
Your Miſtreſs would, ſhe ſays, have ſent her Soul, 

But that you had long ſince; ſhe humbly begs 
This Rubby Bracelet, ſet with bleeding Hearts, 

(The emblems of her own) may bind your Arm. [ Preſenting 4 Bracelet, 
- Yent, Now, my beſt Lord, in Honour's name ask you, 

For Manhood's fake, and for your own dear ſafety, 

Touch not theſe poiſon'd Gifts, 

Infe&ed by the Sender, touch *em nor, - 

Miriads of blueſt Plagues lye underneath *%em, 

And more than Aconite has dipt the Silk. 


Ant. Nay, now you grow too Cinical, Yentidins. 
A Lady's Favours may be worn with Honour. D 


What, 


— 
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What, to refuſe her Bracelet! On my Soul, 
When I lye penſive in my Tent alone, 
**Twill paſs the wakeful hours of Winter nights, 
To tell theſe pretty Beads upori my Arm, 
To count for every one a ſoft Embrace, 
A melting Kiſs at ſuch and ſuch a time; 
And now and then rhe fury of her Love. 
When——— And what harm's in this? 
Alex. None, none, my Lord, 
But what's to her, that now *tis paſt for ever. 
Ant. going)\We Soldiers are ſo awkward———help me 
fotye it, ] tye it. 
Alex. 1n faith, my Lord, we Courtiers are too awkward 
In theſe Afﬀairs: ſo are all Men indeed; 
Ev'n I, who am not one. Burt ſhall I ſpeak? 
Ant. Yes, freely. 
Alex, Then, my Lord, fair hands alone 

Are fit to tye it; ſhe, who ſent it, can. | 
Pent. Hell! Death! this Eunuch Pander ruins you. 

You will not ſee her? | Alexas whiſpers an Attendant, who goes ont. 
Ant, But to take my leave, : 
Vent. Then [| have waſh'd an eAtrhiope. Y'are undone; 

Y'are in the Toils; yare taken; y'are deftroy'd : 

Her Eycs do Ceſar's Work. : 

Ant. You fear too ſoon. 

I'm conſtant to my fclf: I know my ſtrength; 

And yet ſhe ſhall not think me barbarous, neither, 

Born it the depths of 4frick: I'm a Roman, 

Bred to the Rules of fott Humanity. he 

A Gueſt, and kindly us'd, ſhould bid farewel. 

Vent. You do not know | | 

How weak you are to her, how much an Infant : 

You are not proof againſt a Smile or Glance; 

A Sigh will quite difarm you. 

 _ Ant. See, ſhe comes] | 7 

Now you ſhall find your error. Gods, I thank you : 

I form'd the danger greater than it was, 
And, now *tis near, *tis leſſen'd. _ 
Vent. Mark the end yet. | 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmion 4nd Iras. 
Ant, W:ll, Madam, we are met. 7 
Cleo. Is this a Meetihy ? 
0. Then we muſt part? 
x Ant. We muſt, 8 
+90 Clee. Who ſays we muſt ? 
 * Ant. Our own hard fates. 
Cleo. We make thoſe Fates our ſelves. 


| Am. Yes, we have made 'em; we have lov'd each other Into 


/ 
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Into our mutual Ruin, 
Cleo. The Gods have ſeen m 
T have no Friends in Heav'n; and all the World 
(As *twere the bus'neſs of Mankind to part us) | 
Is arm'd againſt my Love: Ev'n you your ſelf 
Join with the reſt; you, you are arm'd againſt me; 
= Azt, I will be juſtity'd in all I do 
To late Poſterity, and therefore hear me. 
If I mix a Lye 
With any Truth, reproach me freely with it; 
Elſe, favour me with filence, 
* Cleo. You command me, 
And I am dumb. IT | 
Yent. T like this well: He ſhews Authority. 
Ant. That I derive my ruin | 
From you alonem= 
Cleo, O Heav'ns! I ruin you! 
Art. You promis'd me your filence, and you break it 
E'er I have ſcarce begun. 
Cleo. Well, I obey you. 
| Aut. When I beheld you firſt, it was in «£571, 
E'er Cz/ar ſaw your Eyes, you gave me love, 
And were too young to know it; that I ſetled 
Your Father in his Throne was for your ſake, 
T left the acknowledgment for 'time to ripen. 
Ceſar ſtept in, and with a greedy hand 
' Phuck'd the green Fruit, cer the firſt bluſh of Red, 
Yet cleaving to the bough. He was my Lord, 
And was, beſide, too great for me to Rival, 
But, I deſery'd you firſt, though he enjay'd you. 
When, after, I beheld you in Glicia, | 
An Enemy to Rome, I pardon'd you. 
Cleo, I clear'd my ſelf— - 
Ant. Again you break your Promiſe. 
T lov'd you ſtill; and took your weak excuſes, 
Took you into my Boſom, ſtain'd by Ceſar, 
A:d not half mine: I went to e/Epypt with you, 
And hid me from the bug neſs of the World, 
Shut out enquiring Nations from my fight, 
To give whole years to/you. 
Vent. Yes, to your ſhame be't ſpoken. 
An, How I lov'd X43 
Witneſs ye Days and Nights, and all you Hours, 
That Danc'd away with Down upon your Feet, 
As all your bugneſs were to count my Paſſion, 
One day paſt by, and nothing ſaw but Love; 
Another came, and ſtill *ewas only Love: 
The Suns were weary'd out with looking on, 
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y Joys with envious Eyes; 
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And I untir'd with Loving, 
I faw you ev'ry day, and all the day; 
And ev'ry day was ſtill but as the firſt : 
So eager was [I ſtill to ſee you more. 
Vent. 'Tis all too true, | 
Ant, Fulvia, my Wife, grew jealous, 
As ſhe indeed had reaſon; rais'd a War. 
In 1taly, to call me back, 

Vent, But yet 
You went not. 

Ant. While within your Arms I lay, 
The World fell mouldring from my Hands each Hour, 
And left me ſcarce a graſp (I thank your Love for't,) 

Vent. Well puſh'd: That laſt was home. 

Cleo, Yet may I ſpeak? 

Ant. If I have urg'd a falſhood, yes; elſe not. 

Your ſilence fays I have not, Fulvia dy'd; 
(Pardon, you gods, with my unkindnefs dy'd.) 
To ſet the World at Peace, I took Oftavia, 
This Cz/ar's Siſter; in her pride of Youth, 

And flow'r of Beauty, did I wed that Lady, 
Whom bluſhing I muſt praiſe, becauſe I left her. 
You call'd; my Love obey'd the- fatal Summons: 
This rais'd the Roman Arms; the Cauſe was yours, 
I would have fought by Land, where I was ſtronger; 
You hindred it: yet, when I fought at Sea, 

| Forſook me fighting; and (Oh ſtain to Honour! 
Oh laſting: ſhame!) I knew. not that I fled; 

But fled to follow you. S's | 

Vent, W hat haſte he made to hoiſt: her purple/ Sails, 
And to a ou magnificent in flight, * 
Drew half our ſtrength away. 

Ant, All this you caus'd, 

And would you multiply more ruins on me?- 

This honeſt Man, my beſt, my only. Friend, 

Has gather'd:up the Shipwreck of my Fortunes; - | 
Twelve Legions I have left, my laſt Recruits, 

And you have watch'd the news, and'bring your Eyes: 
To ſeize them too. If you have ought to anſwer, 
Now ſpeak, you have free leave: | 

Alex: aſide. | She ſtands confounded 
Deſpair is in her Eyes 


Prepare a Tear, and'bid it (or his Legions; _ 
'Tis Ike they ſhall be fo'd. | 


Already 'ave condemn'd me? Shall I bring 
Bke Eove you bore: me for my Advocate?: 


A 


Vent, Now lay a figh 111 way, to ſtop his paſſage: 


Cleo.. How ſhall I plead my caufe, when you, my Judge. 
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That now is turn'd againſt me, that deſtroys me; 
For Love once paſt, 15, at the beſt, forgotten; 
© But oftner ſours to Hate: *Twill pleaſe my Lord 
To ruin me, and therefore I'll be guilty. 
| But, could I once have thought it would have pleas'd you, 
That you would pry, wirh narrow ſearching Eyes, 
Into my faults; ſevere to my deſtruQion; WE 
And watching all advantages with care, 
That ſerve to make me wretched? Speak, my Lord, . 
For I end here, Though I deſerve this uſage, 
Was it like you to give it ? Eg 
| At, O you wrong me, 
To think I ſought this parting, or defir'd 
To accuſe you more than what will clear my ſelf, 
And juſtifte this breach. 
Cleo, Thus low I thank you. 
And ſince my innocence will not offend, 
I ſhall not bluſh to own it. 
Vent. After this 
E think ſhe'll bluſh at nothing. 
Cleo. You ſeem griev'd, | 
(And therein. you are kind) that Ceſar firft- 
_ Enjoy'd my love, though you deſerv'd'it better :- 
I grieve for that, my 2 much more than you; 
For, had [ firſt been yours, it would have fay'd 
My ſecond choice: I never had been his, 
And ne'er had been but yours. But Czar firſt, 
You ſay, poſſeſs'd my Love. Not ſo, my Lord; 
He firſt poſſeis'd my Perſon; you my Love: 
C2ſar lov'd me; but I lov'd Anthony. wy 
If I endur'd him after, *twas becauſe 
T judg'd it due to the firſt name of Men; 
And half conſtrain'd, I gave, :as to a Tyrant, 
What he would take by force. By 
Vent. O Syren! Syren! - 
Yet grant that all the Love ſhe boaſts were trne, 
Has ſhe not ruin'd you? I ſtdl urge that, 
The fatal conſequence. | 
Cleo. The conſequence indeed, 
For I dare challenge him, my greateſt Foe, 
To fay it was defign'd : *Tis true I lov'd you, 
And kept you far-from ati uneafie Wife, 
(Such Fulvia was) OS | 
Yes, but he'll ſay, you left Oltavia for Mejmo_ 
And, can you blame me to receive that love, 
Which quitted ſuch deſert, for worthleſs me2 
How often have I wiſh'd ſome other Ce/ar, 
| Great as the firſt, and as the ſecond young, . 
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' Would court my Love, to be refus'd for youl! 
Vent, Words, words; but Atiwm, Sir, remember Aﬀtinn; 
Cleo, Ev'n there, I dare his Malice, True, I Counſell'd 
'To fight at Sea; but I betray'd you not. 
I fled; but not to the Enemy, *T was fear; 
Would I had been a Man, not to have fear'd, . | 
' For none would then have envy'd me your Friendſhip, 
Who envy me your Love, 
Ant. We're both unhappy: 
If nothing elſe, yet our ill fortune parts Us, | 
Speak; would you have me periſh, by my ſtay 2 
Cleo. It as a Friend you ask my Judgment, 805 
IF as a Lover, ſtay. If you muſt periſh: 
*Tis a hard word; but ſtay. 
Vent. See now th' effe&s of her ſo boaſted I love! 
She ſtrives to drag you down to ruin with her: 
Bur, could ſhe 'ſcape without you, oh how ſoon 
Would ſhe let go her hold, -and haſte to ſhore, 
And never look behind ! 
 _ Cleo, Then judge my Love by this. { Giving Anthony a Writing. 
Could I have born Ne EATEN ze . 
A life or death, a happineſs or woe 
From yours divided, this had giv'n me means. 
nt. By Hercules, the Writing of Ottavins ! 
I know it well; 'tis that preſcribing hand, 
Youngas it was, that led the way to mine, _ 
And left me but the ſecond place in Murder, 
See, ſee, Yentidius! Here he offers e/£gypr, 
And joins all Syria to it as a preſent, 
So, in requital, ſhe forſake my Fortunes, 
And join her Arms with his. | 
Cleo, And yet you leave me! ; 
You leave me, Anthony; and yet I love you; - 
Indeed I do; I have refus'd a Kingdom, | x3 
That's a Trifle: | £4 
For I could part with life, with any thing, | 
But only you. O©O let me die, but i you; 
Is that a hard requeſt? 
Avt. Next living with you, 
*Tis all that Heav'n can give. 
Alex. aſide. melts; We conquer. 
Cleo, No: You o $i go: Your Litre calls you jane; 
Yes, your dear Intereſt pulls too ſtrong, for theſe & 7 
Weak Arms to hold you here {'T [Takes his hand. 
Go; leave me Soldier; 
(For you're no more a Lover:) Leave me dying : 
Puſh me all pale and panting from your Boſorn, - | 
And when your March begins, ler one run after, Breathleſs 
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Breathleſs almoſt for Joy; and cry, She's dead: 
The Soldiers ſhout; you then perhaps may ſigh, 
And muſter all youx Roman Gravity; 
 Yemtidias chides; and ſtrait your Brow clears up 
As I had never been. 

Azt, Gods, 'tis too much; too much for Man to bear, 
Cleo, What is't for me then, 

A weak forſaken Woman, and a Lover ?——— 

Here let me breath my laft : Envy m ot 

This minute in your Arms; I'll die; .ce, 

As faſt as Cer I can; and end your trouble, 

Ant. Die! Rather let me periſh: loogn'd Nature 
Leap from its hingeY: Sink the props of Heav'n, 

And fall the Skies to cruſh the nether World. 

My Eyes! my Soul! my all !— | 
 Yent, And what's this Toy 

In balance with your Fortune, Honour, Fame? 

Aat. What 1s'r, Yentidins ? It out-weighs *em all; 
Why, we have more than Conquer'd Ceſar now : 
My Queen's not only Innocent, but Loves me. 

This, this is ſhe who drags me down to ruin! 
But, could ſhe 'ſcape without me, with what haſte 
Would ſhe let {lip her hold, and make to ſhore 
And never look behind! 
Down on thy knees, Blaſphemer as rhou art, 

And ak forgiveneſs of wrong'd Innocence, 

Yent, I'll rather die, than take it. Will you go? 

Ant, Go! Whither? Go from all that's excellent !- 
Faith, Honour, Virtue, all'good things forbid 
Thit I ſhould go from her, who ſets my love 
Above the price of Kingdoms. . Give, you Gods, 
| Give to your Boy, your Ceſar, 

This Rattle of a Globe to play withal, 
This Gew-gaw World, and put him cheaply off: 
T'll not be pleas'd with lefs than Cleopatra. 

Cleo. She's wholly yours, My Heart's ſo full of joy, 
That I ſhall do ſome wild extravagance 
Of Love in publickz and the fooliſh World, . 
Which knows not Tendernefs, will think me Mad. 
 Yent. O Women! Women! Women! All the Gods 

Have not ſuch pow'r of doing good to Man, 
| As you of doing harm, 

Ant. Our Men are Arm'd, 

Unbar the Gate that looks to Czſar's Camp ; 
F would revenge the Treachery he meant me : 
And long ſecurity makes Conqueſt ealte 
Im eager to return before I go ; 


| [Embraces her. 


[Exie; 


For, 


For, all the pleaſures I have known, beat thick 
-On my remembrance: How I long for Night! 


That both the ſweets of mutual Love may try 


And once Triumph o'er Ceſar Cer we die. / [Exeunt. 


a. Sn 
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ACT IL 


Alt one door, Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, Alexas, and 4 Train of Fgyptians: 

At the other, Anthony and Romans. The entrance on both ſides ts prepar'd by 
Muſick; the Trumpets firſt ſounding on Anthony's part : Then anſwer d by Tim». 
brels, &c. on Cleopatra's, Charmion and Iras hold a Laurel Wreath betwixtthem, 
A Dance of Agyptians. After the Ceremony, Cleopatra Crowns Anthony. 


42nt,)Y Thought how thoſe white Arms would fold me in, 
| And ſtrain me cloſe, and melt me into Love ; 

So pleas'd with that ſweet Image, I ſprung forwards, 

And added all my ſtrength to every blow. 

Cleo, Come to me, come my voldier, to my Arms, 
You've have been too long away from my Embraces; 
But, when I have you faſt, and all my own, 

With broken murmurs, and with amorous ſighs, 
FI! fay, you were unkind, and puniſh you, 
And mark you red with many an eager kiſs. 

Ant. My brighter YVenas ! 

_ Cleo, O my greater Mars! 

At. Thou joinſt us well, my Love! 
Suppoſe me come from the Phlegrean Plains, 
Where gaſping Gyantslay, cleft by my Sword; 
And Mountain tops par'd off each other blow, 

To bury thoſe I flew: reccive me, Goddeſs: 
Let C3far ſpread his ſubtle N:ts, like Yiulcan, : 
In thy Embraces I would be beheld 
By Heav'n and Earth at once: 
And make their envy what they meant their ſport. 
Let thoſe who took us bluſh; I would love on 
With awful State, regardleſs of their frowns, _ 
As their ſuperior God. AE. 
There's no ſatiety of Love in thee; 
 Enjoy'd, thou ful art new; perpetual Spring 
Is in thy Arms ; the ripen'd fruit but falls, 
And bloſſoms riſe tg fill its empty place ; 
*And.II grow rich by giving. 

Enter Ventidius, and ftands apart. 

Alex, O, now the d.nger's paſt, your General's come. 

 H2joans not in your Joys, nor minds your Triumphs; 


Wy 


Bur, 
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But, with contraſted brows, looks frowning on, 
As envying your Succeſs, 
Ant, Now, on my Soul, he loyes me; truly loves me; 
He never flatter'd me in any vice, | 
But awes me with his virtue; ev'n this minute 
Methinks he has a right of chiding me. 
Lead to the Temple: I'll avoid his preſence; | 
It checks too ſtrong upon me. [ Exeant the reſt. 
4s Anthony 5s going, Ventidius pulls him by the Robe, | 
Vent. Emperor. IE 
Ant. look-7 *Tis the old Argument; I pr'y thee ſpare me. 
ing back. ” Vent, Burt this one hearing, Emperor. 
Ant. Let go | | | 
My Robe; or, by my Father Hercules—— - 
__ Yent. By Hercules his Father, that's yet greater, 
I bring you ſomewhat you would wiſh to know. 
Ant. Thou ſee'ſt we are obſerv'd; attend me here, 
_ And Vll return. | 
Yent. I'm waining in his favour, yet IT love him; 
T love this Man, who runs to meet his ruin; 
And, ſure the Gods, like me, are fond of him : 
His Virtues lye ſo mingled with his Crimes, 
And would confound their choice to puniſh one, 
And not reward the other, | 
Enter Anthony. E 


[ Exit. 


Ant. We can conquer, 
You ſee, withqut your Aid, 
We have diſlodg'd their Troops, 

| They look on us at diſtance, and like Curs 
Scap'd from the Lions paws, they bay far off, | ah 
And lick their wounds, and faintly threaten War. ve 
Five thouſand Remars, with their faces upward, | 4 
Lye breathleſs on the Plain. 
Vent, 'Tis well: And he - 
Who Joſt *'em, could have ſpar'd Ten thouſand more. 
Yet if, by this advantage, you could gain 
An eaſier Peace, while Cz2/ar doubts the Chance 
Of Arms;—— 

Axt. O think not on't, Yentidins ; y 
The Boy purſues my ruin, he'll no peace : 

His malice is conſiderate in advantage; 
\ ©, he's the cooleſt Murderer! fo ſtanch, 
He kills, and keeps his Temper, ; 

Vent, Have you no Friend 
In all his Army, who has power to move him? 
Mecenas, or Aprippa might do much. 

Ant. They're both too deep in Ceſar's intereſts, 

| E 
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We'll work it out by dint of Sword, or periſh. 
Vent. Fain I would:fird ſome other. 
Ant, Thank thy Love. 
Some four or five ſuch Vitories as this, . 
Will fave thy farther pains. «264 7 3:ha4s$, 
Vent, Exp«:& no more; Czar. isonhis Guard :: 
E know Sirg you have conquer'd againſt odds ;«4, 
But ſtill you-draw--Supphees from:en& poor Town, 
And of «£yyptians: He has all the World, 
And, at his beck,.\Natoens come:/pouring-4ny, 
To fill the gaps you makes» Rray*think again. + 1 
Ant, Why loſt thou drive me from my ſelf, toiſearcl 
For Foreign Aids ? To hunt my-memory; 
And rang all o'er a waſte and-barren-place > ewe » ++ 
To find a Friend } The wretched have no Friends —— 
Yet I had one, the brave Youth of: Romes i 
Whom Ceſar loves beyond the Love of Women ;. 
He could reſolve his mindg-as Fire does, Wax, 
From that hard rugged Image, melt him down,, 
And mould him in what ſofter form he pleasid. 5-17 44 - 
Vent. Him would I ſee; that Man of all the World :: 
Tuſt ſuch a one we want. . ; 
Ant, He lov'd me too. 
I was his Soul; he liv'd not butinimer.i 
We were ſo clos'd within each others Breaſts, 
'The Rivets were not- found that join'd us farſt; 
That does not reach us yet:- We were fo mixt, 
As meeting ftreams, both to our ſelves weredoſt ;- 
We were one Maſs; we could nat give or take, - 
- But from the ſame; for he. was Iyab he; wm 
Vent, aſide. | He moves as I would wiſh him. 
Ant. After this, o 
I need not tell his Name: *T was Dolabella. Nh % 
Vent. He's now in Cefar's Camp. + | 
Ant. Na matter where, #4 Dibie3 4. 
Since he's no Jonger mine. + He«took unkindly 
That I forbad him Cleoparre's ſight; | 
Becauſe I fear'd he lov'd her; He confefyd#ttans 
He had a warmth, which, for my: fake, he ſtifled ;- 
' For *twere impoſſible that two, ſo. one,; 4: «44 4. * 
Should not have lay'd the ſame, When hedeparted, 
He took no Ilcave; and that confirm'd my thoughts. 
Vent. It argues that he lov'd you more than her,. 
Elſe had he ſtaid; but he pe os jealous; -  « 
And would not prieve hisFriend : I knowwbe loves you. . 


Ant, I-ſhould have ſeen him then Cer NOWe- 
Feat: Perhaps: | 
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He has thus long been lab Ying for yourPeace} gl 
Ant, Would he were here, | 

 FYnt. Would you believe he lov'd” you? 
T read your Anſwer in your Eyes; you would, 
Not to conceal it longer, he has ſent -; -_ , 
A Meſſenger from Ceſar's Camp, 1 with Letters 
| Ant, Let him appear. _,. 
Yent, T'll bring him inſtantly, 


[ Exit. Y entidius, and Re-enters immediately With Dolabelli, 
Ant. 'Tis he himſelf, himſelf, by holy get: ri to evhrace bins, 


ns 


Art thou return'd at laſt, my better half ? 
Come, give me all my ſelf. 
Let me not live, 

Tf the young Bridegroom, longing for his Night, 
Was ever half ſo fond. 

Dola. I muſt be filent; for my Soul i is buſie 
About a noble Work: ſhe's new come home, 
Like a long abſent Man, and wanders, o'er. 

Each Room, a Stranger to her ro to look 
If all be fafe. 
Ant. Thou haft what's left of me, 
For I am now ſo ſunk from what I was, 
Thou find'it me at my low kV aterrmark. 
The Rivers that ran in, ang rais'd, my Fortunes, 
| Are all dry'd up, or take another courſe: _ 
What I have left is from ny native Spring ; 
I've ſtill a Heart that ſwells, in ſcorn of Fate, 
And lifts me to my Banks. 
Dola. Still you are Lord of all the World to mes, 
Ant, oy then I ag am ſq ;,\for thou art all, 
If I had any Joy when, thoy, wert, abſent, _. 
I grudg'd Hl to my ſelf; methought I. robb'd 
Thee of thy part. Bur, Oh my. Dolabella/ 
Thou haſt beheld me other than I am. 
Haſt thou not ſeen my morning Chambers fill'd 
With Scepter'd Slaves, who,waited.to falute me: 
With Eaſtern Monarchs; who. forgot the Sun, 
To worſhip my uprifing? Menial Kings _ 
Run courfing up and down my, Palace-yard, 
Stood filent in my Preſence, watch'd my Eyes, 
And, at my leaſt Command,, all ſtarted out. 
Like Racers to the Goal,. ; 
Dola. Slaves to your Fortune, 
Ant, Fortune is Ce/ar's now ; and what am I? 
Vent. What you have made your (f; I will not litter. 
Ant. Is this Friendly done? _ 
Dola. Yes, when his end is ſo, 1Imuſt; join with him; 


Ea - Indeed 
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Indeed I muſt, and yet you muſt not chide: 
Why am I elſe your Friend? _ 

Agxt. Take heed, young Man, _ ts 
How thou upbraid'ſt my Love: The Queen has Eyes, 
And thou too haſt a Soul, Canſt thou remember 
When, (well'd with hatred, thou bcheld'ſt her firſt, 

As Acceſſary to thy Brother's Death ? | 

Dola. Spare my Remembrance ; *twas a guilty day, 

And ſtill the Bluſh hangs here. 

| Ant, To clear her ſelf, 
For ſending him no Aid, ſhe came from e/Egypr. 
Her Gally down the Silver Cydnos row'd, - 
The Tackling Silk, the Streamers wav'd with Gold, 
The Gentle Winds were lodg'd in purple Sails: 
Her Nymphs, like Nereids, round her Couch, wereplac'd; 
Where ſhe, another Sea-born Yenns, lay. 

Dola, No more: I would not hear it. 

Ant, O, you muſt! | 
Shelay, and leant her Cheek upon her Hand, 

And caſt a Look fo languiſhingly ſweet, 

_ oF As if, ſecure of all Beholders Hearts, 

| NegleRing ſhe could take *'em: Boys, like Cupids, 

| Sood fanning, with their painted Wings, the Winds 

| T har plaid about her. Face : But if ſhe ſmil'g, 

| A darting Glory ſeem'd to blaze abroad: 
That Mens deſiring Eyes were never weary'd ; 
But hung upon the ObjeR: To ſoft Flutes 
The Silver Oars kept Time; and while they plaid, 
The Hearing gave new Pleaſure to the Sight ; 
And both to Thought: *T was Heay'n or ſomewhat more ; 
For ſhe ſo charm'd all Hearts, that gazing Crowds 
Stood panting on the ſhore, and wanted Breath 
To give their welcome Voice.  - | 
Then, PBolabella, where was then thy Soul ? 

Was not thy Fury quite difarm'd with Wdhder? 
Didſt thou not ſhrink behind me from thoſe Eyes; 
And whiſper in my Ears; Oh, tell her not 
That I accus'd her with my Brother's Death! 
| Dola, And ſhould my Weakneſs be a Plea for yours 2? 
Mine was an Age when Love might be excus'd, | 

| When kindly warmth, and when my ſpringing youth 

Made it a Debt to Nature. Yours—— 

=: Vent, Speak boldly. 

[ Yours, he would fay, in your declining Ape, 

j When no more Heat was left but .what you forc'd ; 

4 When all the Sap was needful for the Trunk, 
When it went down, then you conſtrain'd the Courſe, 


And 
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And robb'd from Nature, to ſupply Deſire ; 
In yu (L would not ule ſo harſh a word) 
But *cis plain Dotage. 
Ant, Hi! 
D-la, 'Twws urg'd too home. 
But yet th2 loſs was private that I made ; 
'Twas but my ſelf I b{t: I loft no Legions 5. 
I hid no World to loſe, no Peoples Love, 
Azt. This froma Friend? 
Dola. Yes, Axthony, a true one ; 
A Friend fo tender, that each Word I ſpeak 
Stabs my own H-art, bfore itreach your Eur, 
O, judge me not leſs kind becauſe I chide: 
- To Ceſarl excuſe you. X 
Ant, O ye Gods! 
Have I then liv'd to be excus'd to Ceſar? 
 Dola, As to your Equal: 
While I wear this, he never ſhall be mare. 
I bring Conditions from him. 
Ant. Are they Noble? 
Methinks thou ſhould'ſt not bring 'em elſe; yet he 
Isfull of dzep diſſem\vling ; knows no Honour, 
Divided from his Int'reſt. Fate miſtook him ; 
For Nature meant him for.an Uſurer, - - 
He's fat indeed to buy, not conquer Kingdoms. 
. Vent, Then, granting this, . | 
E W hat Pow'r was theirs who wrought ſo hard a Temper- 
1 To honourable Terms? £ 


'Þ Ant. It was my Dolabella, or ſome God. 
W-:. Dola. Norl ; nor yet Mecenas, nor Aprippa : 
W | They were your Enemies ; and I a Friend 

£ 


Too weak alone ; . yet *twas a Romarn's Deed, 

Ant. *T was like a Roman done: Show me that Man 
Who has preſerv'd my Life, my Love, my Honour : 
Let me but ſee his Face, 

Vent. That task is mine; | | 
And, Heav'n, thou know'ſt how pleafing. [Exiz Vent; . 

Dola. You'll remember KF. 
To whom you ftand oblig'd? 

___ An. When forget it, SEA 
Be thou unkind, and that's my greateſt Curſe. 
My Queen ſhall thank him too, | 

Dela. I ferr ſhe will not. 


Azt. But ſhe ſhall do't. The Queen, my Dolabella! . 
Haſt thou not ſtill ſome grudgings of thy Fever? 

Dola., T would not fee her loſt, 

Ant, When I forſake her, 


. Leave 
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Leave me, my had Stars ; for ſhe has truth - 

Beyond her beauty. Ceſar tempted 'Her, 7i0* 

At. no leſs price than Kingdoms, to bettiy me; 

But ſhe reſiſted all : And yet thou chid'ſt me 

For loving her too well, ould I do (0? 
Dola. Yes, there's my reaſon. 


Re-enter Ventidius with Oavia, leadin 


x Anthony 


two agg DawghteHs | 
Ant. Where? —- Oavia therel £702 [Starting back. 
Vent. What, is ſhe poiſon to you? A Diſeaſe? - —_— F Ee 


Look on her, view her well ; and thoſe ſhe brifgs: 
Are they all Strangers to your Eyes?” Has Nathre- 


No ſecret Call, no Whiſpers they are yours + | 23-1 
Dola. For Shame, my Lord, if not for Love; receive 'erm 
_ With kinder Eyes. If you confeſs a Man, . 


Me.t *em, embrace em, bid *em welcome to you. 
Your Arms ſhould open, ev'n withdtit'pour khowledge, 
To claſp *em in ; your Feet ſhould turn to Wings *#l 

To bear you to 'em ; and your Ey&ditt our, 
And aim a kiſs &er you could reach the Lips. 
Ant, I ſtood amaz'd to think how they came hicher, 


Vent. I ſent for *em; I bronght%m'ihy wkrown-s - 
To Cleopatra's Guards. 1 ROM OR WORM 


Dela. Yetare you cold? 
Oftav. Thuslong I have attended for my welcome 5 : 


Which, as a'Stranger, ſure I Or 7 
Who am 1? 


Ant, Ceſar's Siſter. 
Oftay. That's unkind! 

'Had I been nothing more than Ceſar's Siſter, 

Know, I had ſtill remain'd itt Co's Cant; 

But your Ofavia, your much injur'd Wife, 

| Though baniſh'd from your Bed, driv'n"from your Houſe, 

In ſpight of Ceſar's Siſter, ſtill is'youts, *57 Þ wn Þ + 

*Fis true, I have a Heart Udains »pWour Coldneſs, 

And prompts me not to ſeek what you ſhould offer ; - 

But a Wife's Virtue ſtill furmounts that Pride: : 

""T "cottie to claim you as my own ;-t91hf6w ” 

My ny Ws » nay beg, your Re, 

Your hand, my Lord ; *tis mine, and I will have it. Takin bis hand, 
Vent, Do, take it, thou deſerv'ſt it, | a ens _ 
Dola. On my vaul,. MIN; ; 

And ſo ſhe does: She's neither too ſubmiſſive, 

Nor yet too haughty ; but ſo juſt a mean, 

Shows, as it ought, a Wife and” RomWitoo., 


Ant. 1 fear, \Oftavia, you tuve'Wgg't my- Life, 
Ofav. Begg'd it, my "Lord? 42, ww: 
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Ant. Yes, begg'd it, my Amballadrefs; | 
Poorly and baſely begg'd it of your Brother, 
Oftav, Poorly and baſely I'could never beg; 
Nor could my Brother grant. pl 
Ant, Shall I, who, tomy knee ing Slave, &duld ſay, 
Riſe up, and be a King; ſhall I fall down - 
_ And cry, Forgive me, Ceſar ? 9" I ſer 
A Man, my Equal, iq the place of Fove, 
As he cl 4 BONA No; Wh word, 
Forgive, would choak me up, "E: 
And die upon my Tongue. 
Dola, You ſhall not need it , , « : 
Ant, I willnot need it. ,C me, you've ll Betray'd me: 
My Friend too! To receive Tome vile Conditions, 
My Wife has-brought me, with- her Prayers abd Tears: 
And now I muſt become her branded Slave: 
In every peeviſh Mood ſhe will upbraid 
The Life ſhe gave If I but look awry, 
She cries, I'II tell my Brother, 
_ _ Oftav, My hard Fortune 
Subje&s me {till to your unkind miſtakes, 
Burt the Conditions I have brought are uch 
You need not bluſh to take: I love your Honour; | 
Becauſe *tis mine; it never ſhall be ſaid 
Oftavia's Husband was her Brother's Shye. 
Sir, you are Free; Free, ev*h from her ou 16ath . 
For, though my Brother bargains for your Love, 
Makes me the Price and Cement of 'your Peace, 
I have a Soul like yours; I cangot take 
Your Love as Alms, nor beg what I deſerve, 
 F'll rell my Brother we are reconcil'd; 
He ſhall draw back his Troops, and you ſhill tmarck- 
To rule the Eaſt: I may be dropt at Athers; | 
No matter where, I aever will complain, 
But only keep the barren Name of Wife, 
And rid you of the trouble, - _. 
Vent. Was ever ſuch a ſtrife of ſulfen Honour! _— 
Both ſcorn'd to be oblig'd. Es Gp 
? Dola, Oh, ſhe his toucht himin the tender'ſt part; 
See how he reddens with deſpight*and ſhatne 


To be out-done in Generofity! i. 
Vent. See how he winks! how he dfies"up a Ter | IN! | 
That fain would falll  ___ Ee 1 | 
Ant. Oftavia, T have heard you, ind fiſt pratfe E/ 


Fhe greatneſs of your Soul ; | 
£0) . 42> of wich 
But cannot yield to what you have rop6s'd h | = 
Por I can nefer be conquer'd blit by*Love;. ix 
And #1 


| ' _ .. And you do all for Duty. wa would free me, 
| - .And would be dropt at Athens; was't not os I! 
| ' Ottav, It was, my Lord. mY 
Ant, Then I mult be oblig'd/ | 
To one who Loves me not, who, to her (e1F, 
May call me thankleſs and ren; Man: 
T1] not endure it, no. 
Vent. I'm glad it pinches there. > 
Ofay, Would you triumph o'er poor Oftavia' s Virtue? 
'That Pride was all I had to bear me up; 
[That you might think you ow'd me for your Life, 
And ow'd it to my Duty, not my Love. 
I have been irjur'd, .and my haughty Soul 
«Could brook bag ill the Man who {lights my Bed. 
' Ant, Therefore you love me not? 
Otav. Therefore, my Lord, 
.I ſhould not love you. 
Ant. Therefore you would leave me? | 
- Oftav. And therefore TI ſhould leave if I could. 
Dola. Her Sout's too great, after ſuc injuries, I 
To ſay ſhe Loves; and yet ſhe lets you ſee it. | 
Her modeſty and ſilence plead her Cauſe. | 
Ant. Oh, Dolabella, which way ſhall 1 turn? | 
I find a ſecret yielding in my Soul; 
But Cleopatra, who would die with me, ; 
Muſt ſhe be left? Pity pleads for Oftavia; | 
But does it not plead more for Cleopatra? ; _ | 
Vent, Juſtice and Pity both plead for Ofavia; 
| For Cleopatra, neither. 
| . One would be ruin'd with you; but ſhe firſt 
| Had ruir'd you: the other you have ruin'd, 
i ; And yet ſhe would preſerve you. | 
|} In every thing their Merits are unequal. 
Ant. Oh, my diſtraed Soul ! 


i} Oftav. Sweet Heav'n compoſe ir. | | 
| Come, come, my Lord, if 1 can pardon you, 
| Methinks you ſhould accept it... -Loock on theſe; 


l Are they not yours? Or ſtand they thus negleGted 

l s they are mine? Go to him, Children, go; _ 
| Kove to him, take him by the hand, ſpeak, to him; 
\Y For you-may ſpeak, and he may own you too, : 
[1 Withour a Bluſh; a#d ſo. he cannot all - 

 . , His Children: Go,I lay; and pull him to me, 


i} And pull him to pours ves, from that bad Woman. 

_ You, Aprippina, hang upon his Arms; ; | 

And you, Antoma, claſp about nates: 
If he will ſhake you off, if he will daſh you FR Ing 


| Apiinſt | 
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Againſt the Pavement, you muſt bear it, Children ; 


For you are mine, and I was born to ſuffer, | Here the Childrey go to him, 8c; 
Vent. Was ever ſight ſo moving! Emperor { | 
Dola. Friend. x 


Oftav. Husband ff! Fo 
Both Childr. Father! | 
Ant. I am vanquiſh'd: Take me, 
Ottaviaz take me, Children ; ſhare all. [Embracing thew, 
I've been a thriftleſs Debtor ro your Lovez, 
And run out much in Riot, from your Stock: 
But all ſhall be amended. 
Otav. O bleſſed Hour! 
Dola. O happy Change ! 
Vent. My joy ſtops at my tongue ; 
But it has found two Channels here for one, 
And Bubbles out above. 
Ant. to Oftavia, This is thy Triumph ; lead me where thou wilt ; 
Ev'n to thy Brother's Camp. 
Ottav. All there are yours, 


Enter Alexas haſtily. 
Alex. The Queen, my Miſtreſs, Sir, and yours—— 
Ant. 'Tis paſt. Otavia, you ſhall ſtay this Night; To morrow, 
C2ſar and we are one. Ex. kading Octavia, Dola. 


Vent. There's News for you ; run, | and the Chilaren follow. 
My othcious Eunuch, 


Be ſure to be the firſt ; haſte forward : 
Haſte, my dear Eunuch, haſte. [Exit. 
Alex. This downright fighting Fool, this thick-ſcull'd Hero, 

This blunt unthinking Inſtrument of Death, 
With plain dull Virtue has out-gone my Wit: 
Pleaſure forſook my early*ſt Infancy, 
The Luxury of others robb'd my Cradle, 
And raviſh'd thence the Promiſe of a Man: 
Caſt our from Nature, diftnherited. | 

Of what her meancſt Children claim by kind : 
Yet, Greatneſs kept me from Contempt: That's gone. 
Had Cleopatra follow'd my Advice, 
Then he had been betray'd; who now forſakes. 

She dies for Love; but ſhe has know: its joys; 
Gods, is this juſt, that I, who know no joys, 

Muſt die, becauſe ſhe loves? | 

| Enter Cleopatra, Chatn:ion, Iras, Train. 

Oh, Madzm, I have ſcen what blaſts ws; Eyes! 
_ Ollavia's here! | Es 

Cleo, Peace with that Raven's note. 

I know it too; and now am in 
The Pangs of Death. 
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Alex. You ate no more a Queen: 
e/Egypt 1s loſt 
Glo, What telPſt thou me of e/Zgypr ? 
My Life, my Soul is loſt! Oavia has him! 
O fatal Name to Cleopatra's Love! 
My kiſſes, my embraces now are hers ; 
While Ll —— But thou haſt ſeen my Rival ; ſpeak, 
Does ſhe deſerve this Bleſſing? Is ſhe fair, 
Bright as a Goddcſs? And is all Perfe&ion 
Conkfin'd to her} It is. Poor I was made 
Of that courſe matter which, when ſhe was finiſh'd, 
'The Gods threw by for rubbiſh. 
Alex. She's indeed a very Miracle, 
Cleo. Death to my hopes, a Miracle ! 
Alex. bowing.] A Miracle, | 
I mean of Goodneſs; for in Beauty, Madam, 
You make-all Wonders ceaſe. 
Cleo, I was too raſh: | 
Take this in part of Recompence, But, Oh, 
I-ear thou flatter'ſt me. 
Char. She comes ! She's here! 
Tras. Flie, Madam, Ceſar's Siſter ! it; 
Cleo. Were ſhe the Siſter of the Thund'rer Fove, 
| And bore her Brother's Lightning in her Eyes, +» | 
Thus would I face my Rival. [ Meets Oftav. with Ventid. 
[ Oftav. bears # 


: 9p to her. Their Trains come #p on eicher fidts 
Oftav. I need not ak if you are Cleopatra, IS 


Your haughty Carriage» — 
Cleo, Shows I am a Queen: 

Nor need I asck who you are. 
Ottav. A Roman: 


A Name that makes, and can unmake a Queen; 
Cleo, Your Lord, the Man who ſerves me, is a Roman; 
Ofav. He was a Roman, "till he Ioſt that Name 
To be a Slave in egypt; but I come 
To free him thence, 
Cleo. Peace, Peace, my Lover's Fans. 


When he grew weary of that Houſhold-Clog, 
He choſe my eafier Bonds. 


Otav. I wonder not oy 
Your Bonds are cafie ; you have long been praRtis'd 
In that Iaſcivious Ara; he's not the firſt 
For whom you ſpread your Snares: Let Ceſar witnefe, 


| Cleo, I lov'd not Ceſar ; *twas but Gratitude 
I paid his Love: The worſt your Malice can, 


Is but to ſay, the greateſt of Mankind 
Has been my Slave. The next, but far above him 


| Giving a Ring. 


In 


In my Eſteem, is he whom Law calls yours, 
But whom his Love made mine. 
Oftav. coming up cloſe to her. | I would view nearer 
That Face, which has ſo long uſurp'd my right, 
To find th inevitable Charms, that euch 
Mankind fo ſure, that ruin'd iny dear Lord. 
| Cleo, O, you do well to ſearch; for had you known 
But half theſe Charms, you had not loſt his heart, 
Otav, Far be their knowledge from a.Roman Lady, 
Far from a modeſt Wife, Shame. of our Sex, 
Doſt thou not bluſh, to own thoſe black Endearments 
\ That make fin pleaſing ? 
Cleo, You may Bluſh, who want 'em : 
If bounteous Nature, if indulgent Heay*n 
Have giv*n me Charms to pleaſe the braveſt Man, 
Should I not thank *em? Should I be aſham'd, 
And not be Proud? I am, that he has lov'd me; 
And, when I love not him, Heav'n change this Face 
| For one like that. 
Ofav. Thou lov'it him not ſo well. 
Cleo, I Love him better, and deſerve him more. | 
Otav. You do not; cannot ; You have been his ruin. 
Who made him cheap at Rome, but Cleopatra? 
Who made him ſcorn'd abroad, but Cleopatra? 
At Atfium, who betray'd him? Cleopatra. 
Who made his Children Orphans, and poor me 
A wretched Widow? Only Cleopatra. 
Cleo, Yer ſhe who loves him belt is Cleopatra. 
If you have ſuffer'd, I have ſuffer'd more. 
You bear the ſpecious Title of a Wife, 
To gild your Cauſe, and draw the pitying World 
To Gras it: The Wold contemans poor me; 
For I have loſt my Honour, loſt my Fame, 
And ſtain'd the Glory of my Royal Houſe, 
And all to bear the branded of Name of Miſtreſs. 
There wants but Life, and that too I would loſe 
For him I love. 
Ottav. Be't fo then; take thy With. 
_ Cleo. And 'tis my Wiſh, 
Now he is loſt for whom alone I liv'd. 
My Sight grows dim, and every Obje& dances, 
And ſwims before me, in the maze of Death, 
My Spirits, while they were opo-5'd, kept up; 
| They c94!d not fink beneath a Rival's ſcorn : 
But now ſhe's gone they faint. 
Alex, Mine have had leiſure 
To recolleR their Strength, and furniſh Counſel, 
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[Exit cums (wit. 
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To ruin ber; who elſe muſt ruin you. 
Cleo. Vain Promiler ! 
Lead me, my Charmion; nay your hand too, [ras : 
My Grief has weight cnough to fink you both. 
Conduct me to ſome Solitary Chamber, 
And draw the Curtains round; 
Then leave me t5 my ſelf, to take alone 
My fill of Grief : 


There I 'till Death will his Unkindneſs weep : 
As harmleſs Infants moan themſelves aſleep, 


% 


[ Exennt, 


ad eee eto. 


Enter Anthony, and Dolabella, 


Dola. H Y would you ſhift it from your ſelf, on me? 
\ / \/ Can you not tell her you mult part ? 
Ant, 1 cannot, * | 
T could pull out an Eye, and bid it go, 
And tother ſhould not weep. Ob, Dolabella, 
How many Deaths are in this word Depar: ! 
I dare not truſt my Tongue to tell her ſo: 
One Look of hers would thaw me into Tears, 
And I ſhould melt *till I were loſt again. 
Dola. T hen let Yentidins; . 
He's rough by Nature, 
Ant, Oh, he'll ſpeak too harſhly; 
He'll kill her with the News: Thou, only thou. 
Dola. Nature has caſt me in ſo ſoft a Mould, | 
T hat but to hear a Story feign'd for Pleaſure 
Of ſome ſad Lovers Death, moiſtens my Eyes, 
And robs me of my Manhood.——1 ſhould ſpeak 
So faintly; with ſuch fear to grieve her Heart, 
She'd not believe it earneſt. | 
Ant. Therefore; therefore 
Thou only, thou art fit: Think thy ſelf me, 
-And when thou ſpeak'ſt (bur ler it firſt be long) 
| Take off the edge from every Sharper ſound, 
| And l-t our Parting be as gently made 
0 
| 


As other Loves begth: Wilt thou do this ? 
: Dola. What you have ſaid, ſo ſinks into my Soul, 
That, if I muſt ſpeak, I ſhall ſpeak juſt ſo. 
Ant. 1 leave you then to your ſad task: Farewel. 


q 2 I ſent her word to mcet you. | Goes to the door, and comes back, 
 - | I forgot; 


Let 


\ 


— 


The WORLD well lof. 


Let hr be told, I'll make her peace with mine: 
Her Crown and Dignity ſhall be preſery'd, 


If I have pow'r with Ceſar.— O, be ſure 
To think on that. 


Dola, Fear not, I willremember. [Anthony goes again torhe door, ana comes vacks. 


Azat. And tel} her, too, how much I was conſtrain'd ; 
I did not this, but with extreameſft force : 
Defare her not to hate my Memory, 
For I ftill cheriſh hers; ini on that. 
Dola, Truſt me, I'll not forget it. 
Ant, Then that's all. N 
Wilt thou forgive my fondneſs this once more ? 
Tell her, though we ſhall never meer again, 
If I ſhould hear ſhe took another Love, 
The News would break my Heart. —— Now I muſt go; 
For every time I have return'd, I feel 
My Soul more tender; and my next Command 
Would be to bid her ftay, and ruin both. 
Dola. Men are but Children of a larger growth, 
Our Appetitcs as apt to change as theirs, 
And full as craving too, and: full as vain; 
And yet the Soul, ſhut up in her dark Room, 
Viewing fo clear abroad, at home ſees nothing ; 
But, like a Mole in Earth, buſie and blind, 
Works all her folly up, and caſts it outward 
'To the World's open view : Thus I diſcover'd, 
And blam'd the Love of ruin'd 4:thony ; 
Yet wiſh that I were he, to be fo ruin'd. 


| Enter Ventidius above. 
Peut, Alone? And Talking to himſelf? Concert'd too? 
Perhaps my Guels is right; he lov'd her once, 
And may purſue it {til}, 
Dola. O Friendſhip! Friendſhip ! 
Ill canſt thou anſwer this; and Reaſon, worſe: 
Unfaithful in th' Attempt ; hopeleſs to win; 
And, if I win, undone: Merc madneſs all. 
And yet ith' occafion's fair, What Injur 
To him, to wear the Robe which he throws by 2 


Vent. None, none at all, This happens as I wiſh, 
To ruin her yet more with Anthony. 


Enter Cleopatra, talking with Alexas; Charmion, 


Iras oz the other ſzde. 


Dola. She comes! What Charms have Sorcow on that Face! 


Sorrow ſeems pleas'd to dweil with ſo much Sweetneſs ; 
Yet, now and then, a Melancholy Smile | 

Breaks looſe, like Lightoing in a Winter's night, 

And ſhows a moment's day. | 


[ Gees ont, and returns again. 


[Exits 
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Vent, If ſhe ſhould love him too! Her Eunuch there? 
That Porcpiſce bodes ill weather. | 


Draw, draw nearer, . 
'Swect Devil, that I may hear, 
Alex. Bclieve-me; try. 
| Dolabella. goes over to Charmion aud Tras; [cems. to talk with them. 
To make him jealous; [ealouſfic is like is 
A poliſht Glaſs held to the Lips when Life's. in doubr : 
1f there be Breath, 'twill catch the damp and ſhow it, 
Cleo. I grant you Jealouſie's a Proof of Love, 
But *tis a, weak and unavailing Med'cine; 
It puts out the Diſeafe, and makes it ſhow, 
But has no pow'r to cure, 
Alex. 'Tis your laſt Remedy, and trongeſt toe : 
And then this Dolabella, who ſo fic | 
To practiſe on? He's handſome, valiant, young, 
And looks as he were laid for Nature's bait 
To catch weak Womens Eyes. 
He ſtands already more than: half ſuſpeed 
Of loving you: The leaſt kind Word, or Glanee 
You give this Youth, will kindle him with Love: 
Then, like a burving Veſlel ſet adrift, ; 
You'll ſend him down amain before, the Wind, 
, To fire the Heart of jealous Anthowy, 
Cleo. Can I do this? Ahno; my Love's ſo true; 
That I can neither hide it where it is, 
Nor ſhow it where it is not. Nature meant me 
A Wife, a filly harmleſs houſhold Dove, 
— Fond without Art; and kind. without Decent; 
But Fortune, that has made a Miſtreſs of me, 


Has thruſt me out to the wide World, unfurniſh'd 
Of Falthood to be happy. 


Alex. Force your ſelf. 

Thy event will be, your Lover will. return 
Doubly deſirous to poſſeſs the good 
Which once he feai'd to loſe, _ 

Cleo, I muſt Attempt it; Ns ee | 
But Oh with what regrer! [ Exit Alex. (She comes up to: Dolabella.) 
Vent. So, now the Scene draws. near, they're in my reach. | 

Cleo, to Dol.] Diſcourſing with my Women! Might not I 
Share in your Entertalnment ? | 

Char. You have*been 
The Subje& of it, Madam. 

Cleo, How ; and how? 

Iras. Such praiſes of your Beauty ! 

_ Cleo, Mere Poetry, 


Your Roman Wits, your Gallus and Tibullns, 
Have 
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Have taught you this from Citheris and- Delia. 
Dola. TI hoſe Roman Wits have never been'in«/Egypr,. 
Citheris and Delia elſe had been vaſung+ 
I, who have ſeen—had I been born .a- Poet, 
Should chuſe a nobler Name. 
Clzo, You flatter me. 
But, 'tis your Nation's vice: All of your Country 
Are Flatterers, and all falſe. Your Friend's like you. . 
I'm ſure he ſent you not to ſpeak theſe Words. 
Dola. No, Madam ; yet he ſent Mew 
Cleo, Well, he ſent you : 
| Dola. Of a leſs pleaſing ? Errand, 
Cleo, How leſs pleafing- 
Leſs to your ſelf, or me? 
Dola, Madam, to both 3 
For you muſt mourn, -and 'I muſt grieve:to cauſe it. 
Cleo, You, Charmion, and your Fellow, ſtand at diſtance. 
(4/de.) Hold up, my Spirits—VWell, now your mournful matter- 
For I'am prepar'd, perhaps can Gueſs it too, 
Dola, I wiſh you would ; for 'tis a thankleſs office 
To tell ill news: And I, of all [your Sex, | 
Moſt fear diſpleaſing you. 
Cite. Of all your Sex, «© = 
I'fooneſt could forgive you, "if you ſhould. 
Vent, Moſt delicate advances! Woman! Woman! 
- Dear damn'd inconſtant Sex! 
Cleo, In the firſt place, 
I am to be forſaken; 4s't not ſo2- 
Dola, I wiſh I could not anſyer to that Queſtion, 
Cleo, Then paſs it cer, becauſe it troubles you: 
I ſhould have been more griev'd another time. i 
Next I'm to loſe my Kingdom——Farewel, «£7ypr. Fl 
Yet, is there any more? : 
Dola. Madam, I fear 
Your too deep Senſe of Grief has turn'd your Reaſon; . 
Cleo. No, no, I'm not run mad ; I can bear Fortune: 
And Love may be expell'd by other Love, 
As Poiſons are by Poiſons. 
Dola. —— You o'erjoy me, Madam, 
To find your Griefs ſo moderately born. 
You've heard the worſt ; all are not falſe, like him. 
| Cleo. No; Heavn forbid they ſhould. 
Dola. Some Men ere conſtant. | 
Cleo. And Conſtancy deſerves Reward, that's certain}. 
Dola.. Deſerves it not ; but give it leave to hope. = 
Pent, I'll ſwear thou haſt my Leave. I have enough: 
But how to manage this? Well, I'll conſider, [Exit 
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Dola, I came prepar'd, - 
To tell you heavy News; News, which IT thought, 
Would tright the Blood from your pale Cheeks to hear; 
But you have met it with a Cheerfulneſs 
That makes my Task more eaſie; and my Tongue, 
W hich on another's Mcſſage was employ'd 
Would ſpeak its own. j 
_ » Cleo, Hold, Dolabella: 
Firſt tell me, were you choſen by my Lord? 
Or ſought you this Employment} 
Dol. He pick'd me out; and, as his Boſom-Friend, 
He Charg'd me with his words. 
Cleo, The Meſſage then 
I know was tender, and each Accent ſmooth, 
To mollifie that rugged word Depart. + 1540 
Dola. Oh, you miſtake; He choſe the harſheſt words, 
With fiery Eyes, and with contratted Brows, 
He Coin'd his Face 1D the ſevereſt ſtamp; 
And Fury ſhook his Fabrick like an Earthquake: 
He heav'd for vert, and buiſt like bellowing e/£rma, 
In Sounds ſcarce human, © Hence, away for ever: | 
« Let her be gone, the blot of my Renown, | | 
< And bane of all my hopes: {| All the time of this Speevh, Cleop. ſeems more 
| | and more concern'd, till ſhe ſinks quite down. 
& Let her be-driv'n as far as Men can think og 
« From Man's commerce: She'll poiſon to the Center. 
Cleo, Oh, I can bear no more! | 


Dola. Help, help, Oh Wretch! Oh curſed curſed Wretch! 
W hat have I dore? 


Char, Help, chafe her Temples, Iras. 


Tras. Bend, bend her forward quickly, 
Char. Heav'n be prais'd, OE 
She comes again, | 

Cleo. Oh, let him not approach me. 
W hy have you brought me back to this loath'd Being, 
TH abode of Falſhood, violated Vows, 
And irjur'd Love? For Pity, let me go; 
For, if there be a place of long repoſe, 
I'm ſure I want it, My diſdainful Lord 
Can never break that quiet; nor awake EE 
The ſlzeping Soul, with ho!lowing in my Tomb 
Such words as fright her hence, Unkind, unkind 
| Dola. kneeling. Believe me, *tis againſt my ſelf I ſpeak, 
That ſure deſerves Belief; I injur'd him : 
My Friend ne'er ſpoke thoſe words, Oh, had you ſeen 
How often he came back, and every time 
With ſomething more obliging and more kind, 


To 
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| To add to what he faid; what dear Farewels; 

How almoſt 09 ps by his Love he parted, 
And lean'd to what unwillingly he left: 
I, Traitor as I was, for love of you, 
(But what can you not do, who made me falſe Ty 

I forg'd that Lie; for whoſe forgiveneſs kneels 

This ſelf-accug'd, ſelf-puniſh'd Criminal, 

Cleo, With how much eaſe believe we what we wiſh ! 
Riſe, Dolabella; if you have been Guilty, 
I have contributed, 'and too much Love 
Has made me Guilty too, | 
Th' advance of kindneſs which I made, was feign 'd, | 
To call back fleeting Love by Jealouſie; =. 
Bur '*twould not laſt. Oh, rather let me loſe "8 


| Than fo ignobly trifle with his heart, 


Dola. 1 find yout Breaſt fenc'd round from human reach, 
Tranſparent as a Rock of ſolid Chryſtal ; 


Seen through, but never pierc'd. My Friend, my Friend! 

| What endleſs Treaſure haſt thou thrown away, 
And ſcatter'd like an Infant, in the Ocean? 

Vain Sums of Wealth which none can gather thence. 

Cleo. Could you not b py” 

An hour's Admittance to of ug ivate Ear? 

Like one who wanders through long barren Wilds, 

And yet foreknows no Holpirable Inn 

Is near to. ſuccour Hunger, - 

Eats his fall, before his painful March: 

So would I feed a while my famiſh'd Eyes 

Before we part; for I have far to go, 

If Death be far, and never muſt return. 


Ventidius, with Otavia, behind, 
Vent. From hence you may diſcover==— Oh, ſweet, ſweet! 


Would you indeed? the pretry hand in Earneſt} [Takes her hand. 
_ © Dola. I will, for this Reward, ——Draw it not back, 
"Tis all I cer will beg. 
Vent. They turn upon us. 
Oftav. What quick Eyes has Guilt! 
Vent. Seem not to have obſerv'd em, and 20 ON, 
| They Emer. 
Dola. Saw you the Emperor, Vemtidins ? 
Vent. No. 
\ IT fought him; but I heard that he was private, 
None with him, but Hipparchns his Freedman. 
Dola. Know you his bugneſs? 
Vent. Giving him InſtruQions, | 
And Letrers, to his Brother Ceſar. 
Dola. Well, 
He mult be found. 


| Exennt Dole. and Cleo. [1 
G | Oftav. F 
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Oftav. Mcit glorious Impudence |! 
Vent. She look'd methought 
{ As ſhe would ſay, Take Your old Man, Odtavia; 
| Thank you, I'm better here: 
| Weil, but what uſe 
| Make we of this diſcovery? 
Ottav. Let it die, 
Vent. I pity Dolabella; but ſhe's dangerous: 
Her Eyes have pow'c beyond Theſſaliaw Charms 
To draw the Moon from Heav'n;z for Elogquence, 
The Sca-green Syrens taught her Voice their Flatt'ry ; 
And, while ſhe ſpeaks, Night ſteals upon the Day, 
Unmark'd of thoſe that hear : Then ſhe's ſo charming, 
Ape buds at ſight of her, and ſwells to Youth: 
The holy Prieſts gaze on her while ſhe ſmiles; _ 
And with heav'd hands, forgetting Gravity, 
They bleſs her wanton Eyes: Even I who hate her, 
With a malignant joy behold ſuch Beauty ; 
And, while I Curſe, deſire it. Anthony 
Muſt needs have ſome remains of Paſſhon ſtill, 
Which may ferment into a worfe Relapſe, 
If now not fully cur'd. I know, this minute, 
With Cz2/ar he's endeavouring her Peace; 


Oftav. You have prevail'd: but for a farther purpoſe { Walks off 
T'll prove how he will reliſh this. Diſcovery. 


What, make a Strumpet's peace! it ſwells my Heart: 
It muſt nor, ſha' not be, 


Vent, His Guards appear. | 
Let me begin, and you ſhall ſecond me. 
Exter Anthony, 
Ant. Oftavia, I was looking you, my Love; 
What, are your Letters ready? I. have givia 
My laſt Inſtructions. G | 


_ Offav. _ my Lord, are written, DT ' 
LAAnt. Ventiains ! | Drawing him afide, 
Vent. My Lord 2 y | m— 
Ant. A word in private. 

When ſaw you. Dolabella ? 
Vent. Now, my Lord, ; 

He parted hence; and Cleopatra with him? 


| Ant. Speak ſoftly, *'Twas by my Command he went, 
| Wo To bear my laſt farewgl. _ 


'þ _ Vent. aloud. It look'd indeed 
| Like your farewel, | I 
f Ant, More ſoftly, My farewel? 


Whar ſecret meaning have you in thoſe words 
Ot my Farewel? He did it by my Order. 


You, 
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Vent. aloud. | Then he obey'd your Order, I ſuppoſe 
You bid him do it with all gentlerieſs, 

All kindnefs and all——]}ovye. | 

Ant, How ſhe mourn'd, 

The poor forſaken Creature ! 

Vent. She took it as ſhe ought; ſhe bore your parting 
As ſhe did Cezſar's, as ſhe would another's, , 
Were a new Love to come. | 

Ant. aloud.) Thou doſt belie her; 

Moſt baſely and maliciouſly belie her. 

Vent. I thought not to diſpleaſe you; I have done. 

Oftav. coming up. | You ſeem diſturb'd my Lord. 

Ant, A very trifle. | 

| Retire, my Love. 

Vent, It was indeed a trifle, 

He ſent 

Ant. angrily. | No more, Look how thou diſobey'ſt me; 
Thy Life ſhall anſwer it. 

OfXav. Then 'tis no trifle, | 

Vent. to Oftav.] *Tis leſs; a very nothing: you tooſaw it, th 
As well as I, and therefore *tis no Secret. | = | 

Ant, She ſaw it! 41 

PYent. Yes: ſhe ſaw young Dolabella——— h 

Ant. Young Dolabella! j 

Vent. Young, I think him young, | it 
And handſom too; and fo do others think him. Fw 
But what of that} He went by your command, | 
Indeed *tis probable, with ſome kind Meſſage; l | 
For ſhe receiv'd it graciouſly ; ſhe ſmil'd: 4 
And then he grew familiar with her Hand, '* 

Squeez'd it, and worry'd it with ravenous Kiſles; q: 
She bluſh'd, and figh'd, and ſmiÞ'd, and bluſh'd again; [1 
Ar laſt ſhe took occaſion to Talk ſoftly. 

And brought her Cheek up cloſe, and lean'd on his: 
At which, he whiſper'd Kiſſes back on hers ; 
And then ſhe cry'd aloud, 'That Conſtancy 
Should be rewarded. 
Ofav. This I ſaw and heard. 
Ant Whar Woman was it, whom you heard and faw, 
So playful with my Friend? + 4” 
Not Cleopatra ? | 
 Fene, Ev'n ſhe, my Lord. 
Ant. My Cleopatra ? 

Vent. Your Cleopatra; 
Dolabella's Cleopatra; 

Every Man's Cleopatra, 

Ant, Thou ly'lt, 
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Vent, T do not lie, my Lord. 
Is this {© —_ Should Miſtreſſes be left, 
And not provide againſt a Time of Change? 
You know ſhe's not much us'd to lonely Nights. 
Ant. I'll think no more on't. 
I know 'tis falſe, and ſee the Plot betwixt you. 
You needed not have gone this way, Ottavia. 
What harms it you that Cleopatra's juſt ? 
' She's mine no more, I ſee; and I fergive: 
Urge it no farther, Love. = 
Ofav. Are you concern'd 
T hat ſhe's found falſe? 
Ant. 1 ſhould be, were it fo; 
For, though 'tis | I would not that the World 
Should Tax my former Choice : That I lov'd one 
Of ſo light Note; but I forgive you both. | 
Vent. What has my Age deſerv'd, that you ſhould think 
I would abuſe your Ears with Perjury ? 
If Heav'n be true, ſhe's falſe. 
Ant, Though Heav'n and Earth 
Should witneſs it, I'll not believe her tainted, 
Vent. I'll bring you then a Witneſs 
From Hell to prove her ſo. Nay, Fo not back, © In 
| [ Seeing Alexas juſt entrins, and Rtartin p 
For ſtay you muſt and ſhall. : jeſt js ve Prnig k 
Alex. What means my Lord? | 
Vent. To make you do what moſt you hate; ſpeak Truth. 
You are of Cleopatra's private Counſel, Pn, 
Of her Bed-Counſel, her laſcivious hoursz 
Are conſcious of each Nightly Change ſhe makes, 
And watch her, as Chaldeans Þ the Moon, - 
Can tell what Signs ſhe paſſes through, what Day. 
Alex. My Noble Lord. 
Vent, My moſt Illuſtrious Pander, 
No fine ſet Speech, no Cadence, no turn'd Periods, 
But a plain home-ſpun Truth, is what I ask: 
_ I did, my ſelf, o'er-hear your Queen make love 
To Dolabella. Speak: for I will know, 
By your confeſfhion, what more paſt betwixt 'em; 
How near the busneſs draws to your Employment ; 
And when the happy Hour. —_ 
Ant, Speath truth, Wexas, whether it offend 
Or pleaſe Yentidins, care not: juſtifie 
Thy injur'd Queen from Malice : dare his worſt, % 
_  Oftav. afide. Ste how he gives him Courage! how he fears 
To find her falſe! and ſhuts his Eyes to truth, 
Willing to be miſs-led !' 


- 


'To chuſe where ſhe would Reign: 
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Alex, As far as Love may plead for Woman's Frailty, 
Urg'd by deſert and great: eſs of the Lover ; | 
So far (Divine Oftavia!) may my Queen 
Stand ev'n excus'd to you, for loving uim, 
Who is your Lord: fo far, from brave Yentidins, 
May her paſt Actions hope a fair Report. 
Ant. *Tis well, and truly ſpoken; mark, Yentidias. 
Alex. To you, moſt noble Emperor, her ſtrong paſſion 
Stands not excus'd, but wholly juttify'd, 
Her Beauty's Charms alone, without her Crown, 
From [nd and Meroe drew the diſtant Vows. 
Of ſighing Kings ; and at her Feet were laid 
The Scepters-of the Earth, expos'd on heaps, 


She thought a Roman only could deſerve her ; 
And, of all Romans only Anthony. 

And, to be leſs than Wife to you, diſdain'd 
Their lawful Paſſion. 

Ant, *Tis but Truth. 

Alex. And yet, though Love, and your unmatch'd Deſert, iff 
Have drawn her from the due regard of Honour i 
At laſt, Heav'n open'd her unwilling Eyes þ+ 
To ſee the wrongs ſhe offer'd fair Oftavia, "1 

| 


W hoſe holy Bed ſhe unlawfully uſurpt ; 
The ſad effeRs of this improſperous War, 
Confirm'd thoſe pious Thoughts. 

_ Vent, aſide.| O, wheel you there ? 
Obſerve him now ; the Man begins to mend, £ I" 
And talk ſubſtantial Reaſon. Fear not, Eunuch, | yl 
The Emperor has giv'n thee leave to ſpeak, | b 

Alex. Elſe had I never dar'd toffend his Ears, dj 
With what the laſt neceſſity has urg'd | 
On my forſaken Miſtreſs-; yet I muſt nor 
Preſume to ſay her Heart is wholly alter'd 

Ant. No, dare not for thy Life, I charge thee dare not 
Pronounce that fatal word. > 

Ofav. aſide.) Muſt I bear this? good Heav'n, afford me patience, 

Vent, On, ſweet Eunuch ; my dear halt Man, proceed. 

Alex, Yet Dolabella © RO 

Has lov'd her long; he, next my god-like Lord, 

Deſerves her beſt ; and ſhould ſhe meet his Paſſion, 

R:je&ed, as ſhe is, by him ſhe lov'd — 

Ant. Hence, from my fight ; for T can bear no more: 
Let Furies drap thee quick to Hell; each torturing hand 
Do thou employ, *tili Cleopatra comes, 


Then join thou too, and help to torture her. [ Exit Alexas, thraft 


out by Anthory. 
__ Olay. 
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Ota. * Fis not well, 
Indeed, ny Lord, *rtis much unkind to me; 
To ſhow this Paſſion, this extream Concernment 
For an abandon'd, faithleſs Proſtitute, 
Ant. Ollavia, leave me: L am much diſorder'd. 
Leave me, I ſay. 
Oftav. My Lord? 
Ant. | bid you leave me, 
- Vent. Obey him, Madam: beſt withdraw awhile, 
And ſce how this will work. 
Oftav. Wherein have I offended Howe my. Lord, 
That L am bid to leave you? Am I 
' Or infamous} Am1 a Cleopatra ? 
Were I ſhe, 
Baſe as ſhe is, you would not bid rhe eve you 
But hang upon my Neck, take ſlight Excuſes, 
And fawn upon my Falſhood. 
Ant, 'Tis too much, 
Too much, Otavia; I am preſt with Sorrows 
Too heavy to be born; / arid you add more: 
I would retire, and recolle& what's left 
Of Man within to aid me. 
Ottav, You wauld mourn | 
In private, for your Love, who has betray*d. you; 
You did bur half return to me: your, kindneſs 
Linger'd behind with her. I hear, my Lord, 
You make Conditions for her, 
And would include her Treaty. Wondrous proofs 
Of Love to me! 
Ant, Are you my Friend, Yentidins? 
'Or are you turn'd a Dolabella t00g 
And let this Fury looſe ? 
Vent. Oh, be advisd, 
_ Sweet Madarn, and retire, 
Oftav, Yes, I will go; but never to return, 
_ You ſhall no more be haunted with this Fury. 
| My Lord, my Lord, Love.will not always laſt; 
When urg'd with long. unkiadnefsy and diſdain; 
Take her again whom you prefer to me; 
She ſtays but to be call'd. Poor cozen'di Man. 
| Let a feign'd Partingygive her back your Heart, 
Which a feign'd Love firſt got; for injur'd me, 
Tho' my juſt Senſe of wiongs forbid me ſtay,. 
My Duty ſhall be yours, 
bo, the dear pledges of our former Love,. 
My tenderneſs aiid care ſhall be transferr'd, 
And they ſhall Cheer, by turns, my Widow'd N ights : 
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So, take my laft farewel; for I deſpair 

To have you whole; and ſcorn to take you half. Ns [ Exit, 
- Pen, I combat Heav'n, which blaſts my beſt Deſigns: 

My laſt attempt muſt be to win her back; CCS 

But Oh TI fear in vain. | 

Ant, Why was I fram'd with this plain honeſt Heart, 
Which knows not to diſguiſe its Griefs and Weakneſs, 

But bears its workings outward to the World? 
I ſhould have kept the mighty Anguiſh in, 
And forc'd a Smile at Cleopatra's falſhood : 
Ottavia had believ'd it, and had Raid; 
But I am made a ſhallow-forded Stream, 
Seen to the Bottom : all my clearneſs ſcorn'd, 
And all my faults expos'd !----See, where he comes 
| _ -  Exter Dolabella 
Who has prophan'd the Sacred Name of Friend, 
And worn it into Vileneſs! $y 
With how ſecure a Brow, and fpecious Form 
He gilds the ſecret Villain! Sure the Face 
Was meant for Honeſty ; but Heav'n miſ-match'd it; 
| And furniſh'd Treaſon out with Natures pomp, 
To make its work more eaſe. 
| Dola. O, my Friend! | 

Ant. Well Dolabella, you perform'd my Meſſage? 
\  Dola. I did, unwillingly. 

Ant, Unwillingly? | 
Was it ſo hard for you to bear our parting 2 Es 
You ſhould have wiſht it. I 

Ant, Becauſe you love me. | | Fn 
And ſhe receiv'd my Meſſage, with as true, ; 
With as unfeign'd a Sorrow, as you brought it? 

- Dola, She loves you, ev'n to madneſs, 

Azxnt, Oh, I know it. 3 | | * 
You, Dolabella, do not better know | : | jh 
How much ſhe loves me, And ſhould I © if 
Forſake this Beauty ? This all-perfe&t Creature? 

Dola. I could not, were ſhe mine, 

Ant, And yet you firſt | 
Perſwaded me: How come you alter'd fince 

Dola. I ſaid at firſt I was not fit to go; 

I could not hear her Sighs, and ſee her Tears; 
But Pity muſt »revail : and fo, perhaps, 
It may again with you; for I have promis'd 
That ſhe ſhould take her laſt Farewel: and, ſee, 
| She comes to claim my Word, —{(—— 


[ Exit, 


0 

: 
©- - 
* 
i, FR 
i" XS 
-37$ 
Þ 
' 


$4726 * 


, PRI IN gs mY 


, , — 
mp—_—— 


— ” PIER rr ” 


” - = 

py 4 + G _— — ———— . a= n 

ade CE IRE 
6A PE. - k x _— 0 on — ——_ — _— -_ Py 


— 6 —_ 


_ All for LOVE. : Or, 


| Enter Cleopatre. 
. Ant, Falſe: Dolabella! 


Dola. What's falſe, my Lord? 
LFnt. Why, Dolab Ua's falle: | 
And Cleopatra's falſe; both falſe ard faithleſs. | 
Draw near, you w<ll join'd wickedneſs, you Serpents, . 
\Whom I have, in my kindly Boſom, warm'd, 
*Till I am ſtung to Death. 
 Dola. My Lord, have I 
18  , Deſerv'd to be thus us'd ? 
(| Cleo, Can Heav'n prepare - | 
li A newer Torment? Can it find a'Curſe 
| Beyond our Separation? 
ii Hint, Yes, if Fate | Ka 
Be juſt, much greater: Heav'n ſhould be ingenious 
In puniſhing ſuch Crimes. The rowling Stone, 
And gnawing Vulture, were flight Pains invented | 
When Fove was Yourg, and no Examples known 
- Of mighty ills; but you have ripen'd fin | 
'To ſuch a monſtrous growth, 'twill poſe the Gods _ $23 q6mit 62M 
'To find an equal Torture, Two, two ſuch, . 45 , 
"Oh there's no farther Name, two ſuch---to me, | 
To-me, who lock'd my Soul within your Breaſts, 
-Had no Deſires, no Joys, no Life, but you; 
When half the Globe was mine, I gave it you 
In Dowry with my heart; I had no uſe, 
No Fruit of all, but you: a Friend and Miſtreſs. 
Was what the World could give. Oh, Cleopatra! 
-Oh, Dolabella! how could you betray | 
This tender Heart, which with an Infant-fondneſs _ 
Lay lull'd betwixt your Boſoms, and there ſlept 
"Secure of injur'd Faith ? 
Dola. If ſhe has wrong'd you, 
Heav'n, Hell, and You revenge it. 
' Ant, It ſhe wrong'd me, | | 
W | Thou wouldſt evade thy part of guilt ; but ſwear 
v7 Thou lov'ſt not her. ER: 
'F Dela. Not fo as I love you |  < - etl 
| Ant. Not ſo! Swear, ſwear, I ſay, thou doſt not love her. _ : 
 Dola. No more than Friendſhip will allow,  - | 
Ant. No more? | | 
i Friendſhip allows thee nothing : thou art perjur'd.---- 
And yet thou didſt not ſwear thou lov'dſt her not; 
Bur not ſo much, no more. Oh trifling Hypocrite, 
Who dar'ſt not own to her thou doſt nor love, _ 


Nor own to me thou doſt! Yentiding heard it; _ 
'Oftavia law it. | 
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Clzo, They are Enemies. _ 
- Ant, Alexas is not fo: he, he confeſt it. 
- He, who, next Hell, beſt knew it, he avow'd it. 
_ (ToDol.) Why do I ſeek a Proof beyond your ſelf? 
You whom I ſent to bear my laſt Farewel, | 
'Return'd to plead her ſtay. 
Dola. W hat ſhall I Anſwer ? 
If to have lov'd be Guilt, then I have finn'd; 
But if to have repented of that Love 
Can waſh away my Crime, I have repeated. 
Yet, if I have offended paſt forgiveneſs, 
Let not her ſuffer; ſhe is innocent. ; | 
 _ Cleo, Ah, what will nota Woman do who loyes ! 
What means will ſhe refuſe, to keep that Heart 
| Where all her joys are plac'd! *T was I encourag'd, 


To make you jealous; and by that regain you. 
But all in vain; I cou'd not Counterfeit: 
In ſpight of all the Damms, my Love broke o'er, 
And Town's my Heart again: Fate took th* occaſion, 
And thus one minute's feigning has deſtroy'd 
My whole Life's truth. 
Ant, Thin Cobweb Arts of Falſhood ; 
Scen, and broke through at farſt, 
Dola. Forgive your Miſtreſs. 
Cleo. Forgive your Friend. | FY 
Azut, You have convinc'd your ſelves, " 
You plead each other's Cauſe: What Witneſs have you; is 
That you but meant to raiſe my Jealouſie? fh 
Cleo, Our ſelves, and Heavin, | . "M 
Ant, Guilt witneſſes for Guilt, Hence Love and Friendſhip; | <\/ 
You have no longer place in human Breaſts, \ 
Thefe two have Neiv'n you out: Avoid my fight; 
I would not kill the Man whom I have lov'd; 
And cannot hurt the Woman; but avoid me, 
I do not know how long I can be tame; 
For, if I ſtay one minute more to think 
How I am wrong'd, my Juftice zd Revenge 
Will cry fo loud within me, that my Pity 
Will not be heard for. cither. 
Dola., Heay'n has but 
Our ſorrow for our fins; and then delights 
. To pardon erring Man: Sweet Mercy ſeems 
Its darling Attribute, which limits Juſtice; 
As if there were Degrees in Inanite; 
And Irfitite would rather want Perfe&ion 
T han puniſh to cxtenr. : 
4:t, I can forgive H 


$0 Al for LOVE: Or, 
A Foe; but not a Miſtreſs, and a Friend: - 
Treaſon is there in its moſt horrid ſhape, 
Where Truſt is greateſt; and the Soul refigr'd 
Is ſtabb'd by its own Guards: I'll hear no more ; 
Hence from my ſight for ever. 
Cleo, How ? For ever! 
I cannot go one moment from your fight, | A 
And muſt I go for ever? þ- | 
My Joys, my only Joys are center'd here: 
What place have I to go to? My own Kingdom? 
That I have loſt for you: or to the Romans? 
They hate me for your ſake: or muſt. I wander 
The wide World o'er, a helpleſs, baniſh'd Woman, 
Baniſh'd for love of you; 'baniſh'd from you? 
Ay, there's the Baniſhment! Oh hear me; hear me, 
With ſtricteſt Juſtice: For I beg no favour: 
And if I have offended you, ther kill me, 
But do nat baniſh me. 
Avt. T muſt not hear you. 
T have a Fool within me takes your part; 
But Honour ſtops my Ears. 
' = Cleo, For Pity hear me! 
Would you caſt off a Slave who follow'd you, 
Who crouch'd beneath your Spurn? He has no pity ! 
See, if he gives one tear to my Departure; 
One look, one kind farewel : Oh Iron heart ! 
Let all the Gods look down, and judge betwixt us, 
If he did ever love! 
Ant, No more: Alexas! 
Dola, A perjurd Villain! 
Ant, to Cleo. | Your Alexas; yours. 
Cleo. O "twas his Plot: His ruinous Defign 
T* ingage you in my love by jealouſie, : 
elcar him; confront him with me ; let him ſpeak. ' 
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Ant. T have; I have. : 
Cleo, And if he clear me not——— # 
. / Ant. Your Creature! One who hangs upon vour Smiles f 
Watches your Eye to fay or to unfay n 
Whate'er. you pleaſe! I am not to be mov'd, 
Cleo. Then muſt we part? Farewel, my cruel Lord, 
Th' appearance is againſt me; and I go 
_ Unjuſtify'd, for ever frhm your Goh: 
Haw I have lov'd, you know; how yet I love, 
My- only Comfort 15, I know my ſelf: 
F love you more, ev'n now you are unkind, 
Than when you lov'd me moſt+ fo well, fo truly, 
T'll never ſtrive againſt it; but die pleay'd 
To think you once were mine, | 
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Ant. Good Heav'n, they weep at parting, | | 
Muſt I weeptoo? That calls 'em innocent, 
I muſt not weep; and yet I muſt, to think 
That I muſt not forgive=— 
Live ; but live wretched, *tis but juſt you ſhou'd, 
Who made me ſo: Live from each others ſight : 
Let me not hear you meet : Set all the Earth, 
And all the Seas, betwixt your ſunder'd” Loves: 
View nothing common but the Sun and Skies: 
Now, all take ſeveral ways; | 
And each your own ſad fate with mine deplore ; 
That you were falſe, and I could truſt no more. [ Exennt ſeverally. 
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FO ol; = 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras. 


Char, E juſter, Heav'n: ſuch Virtue puniſh'd thus, 
Will make us thiok that Chance rules all aboye, 
'And ſhuffles, with a Random hand, the Lots 

Which Man is forc'd to draw. | 

| Cleo, I could tearout theſe Eyes, that gain'd his Heart, 

| And had not pow'r to keep it. O the Curſe 
Of doting on, ev'n when I find it Dotage ! 
Bear witneſs, Gods, you heard him bid me 0 ; 
You whom he mock'd with imprecating Vows 
Of promis'd Faith —Pll die, I will not bear ir. 


You may hold me —— She pnlls ont her Daggen, and they hold her. 


But I can keep my Breath ; I can die inward, 
And choak this Love. 
| Enter Alexas. 


Iras, Help, O Alexas help !. | 
The Queen grows deſperate, her Soul ſtruggles in her, 
With all the Agonies of Love and Rage, 
.And ſtrives to force its paſſage. 
Cleo, Let me go. I Ee a 
Art thou there, Traitor |! — O, 
\ ©, for a little Breath, to vent my Rage! 
Give, give me way, and let me looſe upon him. 


Alex. Yes, I deſerve it, for my ill-tim'd truth. 
Was it for me to prop | 


The Ruins of a falling Majeſty | 

To place my ſelf beneath the mighty Flaw, 

Thus to be cruſh's, and pounded into Atoms, 

By its oerwhelming weight? ?*Tis too p:eſuming 

For SubjeRs, to preſerve that wilful pow'r H 2 
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Which Courts its own Deſtrucion, | 
Cleo, I wou'd reaſon Fey , 
- More calmly with you. Did not you o'er-rule, 
And force my plain, drect, and open Love 
Into theſe crooked paths of Jealouſie? 
Now, what's th' event? Ofavia is remov'd ; 
But Cleopatra's baniſh'd. Thou, thou, Villain, 
Haſt puſh'd my Boat to open Sea ; to prove, 
At my ſad Colt, if thou canſt ſteer it back. 
It cannot be; I'm loſt too far ; I'm ruin'd : 
Hence, thou Impoſtor, Traitor, Monſter, Devil. =— 
T can no more: thou, and my Griefs, have ſunk 
- Me down fo low, that I want Voice to curle thee. 
Alex, Suppoſe ſome Shipwrack'd Seaman near the ſhore,. 
Dropping and faint, with climbing up the Cliff, _ 
If, from above, ſome Charitable hand 
Pull him to ſafety, hazarding himſelf _ 
To draw the others weight ; wou'd be look back 
And Curſe him for his Pains ; The Cafe is yours: 


Burt one ſtep more, and you have gain'd the heighth. 
Cleo: Sunk, never more to riſe. 
Alex. Ofavia's gone, and Dolabella baniſh'd. 

Believe me, Madam, Anthony is yours 

His Heart was never loſt ; but ſtarted off 

To [calouſie, Love's laſt retreat and covert: 

Where it lyes hid in ſhades, watchful in filence, 

And liſtning for the Sound that calls it back. 

1 Some other, any Man, (tis fo advanc'd) 

May perfe& this unfiniſh'd work, which I 

(Unbapzy only to my ſelf) have left 

$9 cafie to his hand, 


Cleo, Look well thou do't; elſe———— 


Alex, Elſe, what your ſilence threatens — Anthony 
Ts mounted up the Pharos ; from whoſe Turret, | 
He ſtands ſurveying our e/Egyptian Gallies, | 
Engag'd with Ceſar's Fleet: Now Death, or Conqueſt, 
Tf the firſt happen, Fat? acquits my Promiſe : 

If we o'ercome, the Eonqueror is yours _ 
| A diſtant Shout within; 
Char, Have comfort, Madam: Did you mark that ſhout? 
Ss Second Shout nearer. 

Iras, Hark; they redouple it. 

Alex. 'Tis from the Port. ob 
The loudneſs ſhows it near: Good News, kind Heay'ns. 

Cleo. Oferis make it fo. TY 

| Enter Serapion, 
' Serap. Where, where's the Queen? 


Alex, How trighttully the holy Coward ſtares! 
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As if not yet recover'd of th' Aﬀault, 
When all his Gods, and what's more dear to him, 
His Offerings were at ſtake, 
| Serap., O horror, horror! | 
e/Ezypt has been; our lateſt hour is come: 
The Queen of Nations from her ancient- Seat, 
Is Sunk for eyer in the dark Abyſs: 
Time has unrowl'd her Glories to the laſt, 
And now clos'd up the Volume, 
Cleo. Be more plain: 
Say, whence thou conſt, (though Fate is in thy Face, 
Which from thy haggard Eyes looks wildly out, 
And threatens &er thou ſpeak'ſt.) 
_ Serap. I came from Pharos; 
From viewing ({pare me, and imagine it) 
Our Land's laſt hope, your Navy=-= 
Cleo, Vanquiſh'd? 
. Serap. Nos 
They fought not. 
Cleo, Then they fled, 
Serap. Nor that. I ſaw, 
With Azthony, your well appointed Fleet R 
Row out; and thrice he wav'd his hand on high, 
And thrice with cheerful Cries they ſhouted back: 
"Twas ther, falſe Fortune, like a fawning Strumper, 
About to leave the Bankrupt Prodigal, 
With a diſſembling Smile would kits at parting, 
And flatter to the laſt; the well-tim'd Oars 
Now dipt from every Bank, now ſmoothly run. 
To meet the Foe; and ſoon indeed they met, 
But not as Foes. In few, we ſaw their Caps 
On either ſide thrown up; the Egyptian Gallies 
(Receiv'd like Friends) paſt through, and fell behind” 
The Roman rear: and now, they all come forward, 
And ride within the Port, 


Cleo, Enough, Serapion : 
I've heard my doom. This needed not, you Gods: 
When I loſt Anthony, your work was done 
'Tis but ſuperfluous Malice, Where's my Lord? 
How bears he this laſt blow? 
_ Serap. His fury cannot be expreſs'd by words : 
Thrice he attempted headlong ro have faln 
Full on his Focs, and aim'd at Czfar's Galley : 
With-held, he raves on you; Cries, he's betray'd. 
Shoui'd he row find you——_ 

Alex. Shun him, ſeek your ſafety, 


"Till you can clear your Innocence, . 
Clee, I'll ſtay. 
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Alex, You muſt not, haſte you to your Monument, | 
While I make ſpeed to Ceſar, 

Cleo, Ceſar | No, 

I have no buſineſs with him, 
Alex, T can work him, | 
To ſpare your Life, and let this Madman periſh, _ 

Cleo, Baſe fawning Wretch ! Wouldſt thou betray him too? 
Hence from my ſight, I will not hear a Traitor ; | 
"Twas thy Delign brought all this ruin on us ; 

Serapion, thou art honeſt ; Counſel me: 
But haſte, each moment's yenighnm 
Serap. Retire ; you mult not yet ſee Anthony. 
He who began this miſchief, : 
*Tis juſt he tempt the Danger: Let him clear you ; 
And, fince he offer'd you his ſervile Tongue, 
To gain a poor precarious Lite from Ceſar, 
Let him expoſe that fawning Eloquence, 
And ſpeak to Anthony. 
Alex. O Heav'ns! I dare not, 
I meet my certain Death. 
Cleo, Slave, thou deſerv'ſt it. 
Not that I fear my Lord, will I avoid him ; 
I know him noble : When he baniſh'd me, 
And thought me falſe, he ſcorn'd to take my Life 
But I'il be juſtify'd, and then die with him.. 
Alex, O pity me, and let me follow you. 
Cleo. To Death, if thou ſtir hence, Speak, if thou canft, 
/ Now forthy Life, which baſely thou would'ſt fave; | | 
| __ WhileminelIprize at this. Come, good Serapion. [ ExeuntCleo. Serap, Char. Iras, 
Alex, O that I leſs cou'd fear to loſe this Being, 
W hich, like a Snow-ba!l in my Coward hand, 
The more *tis grafp'd, the faſter melts away. 
Poor Reaſon! What a wretched Aid art thouf 
For ſti]l in ſpight of thee, | 


| Theſe two long Lovers, Soul and Body, dread 

| Their final Separation, Let me think: 

| What can I ſay to ſave my ſelf from Death? 
(| No matter what becomes of Cleopatra, 

Ant. within, Which way? where? 

- Vent. within, T his leads to th” Monument, 
| lex. Ah me! I hear him; yet I'm uoprepar'd: 
# _ My gift of lying's gone. | | 
[ And this Court-Devil, which I ſo oft have rais'd, 

Forſakes me at my need. I dare not ſtay ; 

| | Yet cannot far go hence. 


Enter Anthony and Ventidius, 
Art. O happy Ceſar! Thou haſt Men to lead: 
| Think not *tis thou haſt corquer'd Athory, 
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But Rome has conquer'd &£;:ypr. I'm betray'd. 
Vent. Curſe on this treach'rous Train! 
Their Soil and Heay'n infect *em all with Baſeneſs: 
And theft young Souls come tainted to the World 
With the tirſt Breath they draw. 
Ant, TW Original Villain fure no God created ; 
He was a Baſtard of the Sun, by Mile. 
Ap'd into Man; with all his Mother's Mud 
Cruſted about his Soul, | 
Fent, The Nation is 
One Univerſal Traitor; and their Queen 
The very Spirit and Extract of 'em all, 
Ant. 1s there yet left 
A poſſibility of Aid from Valour? 
' Ts there one God unſworn to my DeſtruRion ? 
T he leaſt unmortgag'd hope? For, if there be, 
Methinks I cannot fall beneath the Fate | 
Of ſuch a Boy as Ceſar. 4 
The World's one half is yet in Anthony: 
And, from each Limb of it that's hew'd away, | | 
The Soul comes back to me. | 
 _ Yemt, There yet remain 
Three Legions in the Town. The laſt Aſaulc 
Lopt off the reſt: If Death be your Deſign, 
(As I muſt wiſh it now) theſe are ſufficient 
To make a heap about us of dead Foes, 
An honeſt Pile for burial, 
Ant, They're enough. 
We'll not divide our Stars; but fide by fide = 
Fight emulous: And with malicious Eyes | 
Survey each other's Acts: So every Death | 
Thou giv'ſt, I'll take on me, as a juſt Debt, 
And pay thee back a Soul. 5 
Vent. Now you ſhall ſee I love you. Not a word 
Of chiding more, By my few hours of Life, 
IT am fo pleay'd with this brave Roman Fate, 
That I wou'd not be Czſar, to out-live you. 
When we put off this Fleſh, and mount together, 
I ſhall be ſhown to all th' Etherial crowd: 
Lo, This is he who dy'd with Anthony. | 
Ant. Who knows but we may pierce through all their Troops, 
And reach my Veterans yet? *Tis worth the tempting, 
T' o'er-leap this Gulph of Fate, 
And leave our wand'ring Deſtinies behinde [| 
| Enter Alexas, trembling, 
Vent. See, ſee, that Villain; $f 
See Cleoptra ſtampt upon that Face, | | 
With all her Cunning, all her Arts of Fa!ſhood! Hdw 
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How ſhe looks out through thoſe diſſembling Eyes! 
How he ſets his Count*nance for deceit; | 
And promiſes a Lie, before he ſpeaks! Fe - | 
Let me diſpatch him firſt, - - | { Drawing. 
Alex. O ſpare me, ſpare me. ; 
Ant. "Hold; he's not worth your killing, On thy Life, 
(Which thou may*ſ keep, becauſe I ſcorn to take it) 
No Syllable to juſtifie thy Queen; - 
Save thy baſe Tongue its Office, 
Alex. Sir, ſhe's gone, 
"Where ſhe ſhall never be moleſted more 
By Love,-or you. | 
Ant. Fled to her Dolabella! | F Y 
Die, Traitor, I revoke my Promiſe, die. s { Going #0 kill bins, 
Alex. O hold, ſhe 1s not fled. | : 
Ant. $he is: My Eyes 
Are open to her Falſhood; my whole Life 
Has been a Golden dream of Love and Friendſhip. 
But, now I wake, I'm like a Merchant, rowsd 
From ſoft repoſe, to fee his Veſſel ſinking, 
And all his Wealth caft o'er. Ingrateful Woman! 
Who follow'd me, but as the Swallow Summer, 
. Hatching her young ones in my kindly Bcams, 
Singing her Flatt'ries to my morning wake; | 
Bur, now my Winter comes, ſhe ſpreads her wings, 
And ſeeks the Spring of Ceſar. 
flex, Think not ſo: 
Her Fortunes have, in all things, mixt with yours. - 
Had ſhe betray'd her Naval force to Rome, 
Is How eaſily might ſhe have gone to Ceſar, 
F Secure by ſuch a Bribe? 
Y Yent, She ſent it farſt, 
| To be more welcome after, 
Ant. 'T1s too plain; 
F | Elle wou'd ſhe have appear'd, to clear her ſelf. 
| Alex. Too fatally ſhe has; ſhe could not bear 
F To be accus'd by you ; but ſhut her ſelf 
i | Within her Monument: Look'd down, and figh'd; 
E | While, from her unchang'd face, the filent tears 
i Dropr, as they. had nor leave, bur ſtole their parting. 
& Some undiſtinguiſh'd words ſhe inly murmur'd; 
Tz At laſt, ſhe rais'd her'Eyes; and, with ſuch Looks 
| 
| 


As dying Lacrece Caſt, 
Ant, My heart forcbodes—— 
' Yent. All for the beſt: Go on. 
Ef Alex. She ſnatch'd her-Poniard, 
And, c'er we cou'd prevent the fatal Blow, : | 
Plung'd it within her Breaſt: Then turn'd to me, | PE Es % 
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_ Go, hear my Lord (ſaid ſhe) my laſt Farewel; 
And ask him if he yet ſuſpeR my Faith. 
_ More'ſhe was ſaying, but Death ruſh'd betwixt.. 
She half pronounc'd your Name with her laſt Breath, 
And bury'd half within her. * A 
 Yent, Heav'n be prais'd. 
£41. Then art thou innocent, my poor dear Love? 
And art thou dead? | | Ry 
' © thoſe two words! their Sound ſhovId be divided: 
Hadſt thou been falſe, and dy'd; or hadſt thou liv'd, 
And hadſt been true=-———But Innocence and Death! 
[This ſhows not well above. Then what am T, 
The Murderer of this Truth, this Innocence ! 
Thoughts cannot form themſelves in words ſo horrid 
As can expreſs my Guilt! ON 
Vent, Ist come to this? The Gods have been too gracious : 
And thus you thank *em fort, 4 
Ant, to Alex.) Why ſtay'ſt thou here? 
| Is it for thee to ſpy -upon my Soul, | 
And ſee its inward monrning 2 Get thee hence; 
+ Thou art not worthy to behold, what now 
Becomes a Roman Emperor to perform. 
Alex. aſide.| He loves her ſtill: 
His Grief betrays it. 'Good! The joy to find 
She's yet alive, compleats the Reconcilement. 
F've ſav'd my ſelf, and her. But Oh! The Romans! 
\Fate comes too faſt upon my Wit, 
Hunts me too hard, and meets me at each double. 
Vent, Would ſhe had dy'd a little ſooner though, 
| Before Offavia went; you might have treated: 
Now *twill look tame, and would not be receiv'd. 
Come rouze your ſelf, and let's die 'warm together, 
Ant. I will not fight: "There's no more work for War. 
The bugneſs of my angry hours is done, 
. Vent, Ceſar 18 at your Gates. 
Ant, Why, let him cnter; _ 
He's welcome now. | : 
Vent, What Lethargy has crept into your Soul? 
Ant. *Tis but a ſcorn of Life, and juſt deſire 
To free my ſelf from Bondage. hs 
Vent, Do it bravely. 
Ant, IT will; but nct by fighting. O, Yentidins : 
What ſhould I fight for now? My Queen is dead. 
I was but great for her; my Pow'r, my Empire, 
Were but my Merchandiſe to buy her Love; 
AnJ conquer'd Kinps, my Factors. Now ſhe's dead, 
Let Ceſar take the World, 
An Empty Circle, fince the Jewel's gone, I 
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[ Exit, 


Which 
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Which made it worth my ſtrife: My Being's nauſeous; | 
For all the Bribes of Life are gone away. gt? 
Vent, Would you be taken? 2» 
Ant, Yes, I would be taken; 
But, as a Roman ought, dead, my Yentidius : h 
For I'll convey my Soul from Czſar's reach, ; 
And lay down life my ſelf, *Tis time the World _ cl 
Should have a Lord, and knaw whom to obey. 
We two have kept its Homage in ſuſpence, 
And bent the Globe on whoſe each fide we trod, 
*Till it was dinted inwards: Let him walk 
Alone upon't; I'm weary of my part. - | 
My Torch is out; and the World ſtands before me 
Like a black Deſart, at the approach of Night: 
I'll lay me down, and ſtray no farther on. 
Vent. I could be griev'd, 
But that I'll not out-live you: Chuſe your Death 3 
_ For, I have ſeen him in ſuch various ſhapes, 
I care not which I take: I'm only troubled, 
The Life I bear, is worn to ſuch a Rag, 
'Tis ſcarce worth giving. I could wiſh indeed. a 
We threw it from us with a better Grace; : 
T hat, like two Lions taken in the Toils, 
| We might at laſt thruſt out our paws, and wound 
The Hunters that incloſe us. : | 
Ant: I have thought or't, 


® 
Ventidius, you muſt live. 
Vent, I muſt not, Sir. 
Ant. Wilt thou not live, to ſpeak ſome good of me? 
To ſtand by my fair Fame, and guard th' approaches 
From the 1i]l Tongues of Men? BT 
tt Vent. Who ſhall guard mine, \ 
On For living after you? 
[: | - Ant. Say, I command it. 
118 _ Yent, If we die well, our Deaths will ſpeak themſelves, 
i! And need not living Witneſs va 
i1Y Ant, Thou haſt lov'd me, | 
('s  . And fain I would reward thee: I muſt die; 
[ |} Kill me, and take the Merit of my Death 
| 1 . To make thee Friends with Cz/ar. 
" Vent, Thank your kindneſs. 
[l} You faid I lov'd you;.gnd, in recompence, 
uz You bid me turn a Traitor: Did I think | 
[| You would have us'd me thus? That I ſhould die 
i With 2 hard thought of you? | 
itt Ant, Forgive me, Roman. 
| | Since I have heard of Cleopatra's Death, | 
| | My Reaſon bears no rule upon my Tongue, | "But 
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But lets my thoughts break all at Random, out: 
T've thought better z do not deny me twice. 
Vent, By Heay'n, I wil! not. 
Let it not be 1 out-live you. 
- _ Ant. Kill me firſt, | 
And then die thou : For 'tis but juſt thou ſerve 
Thy Friend, before thy ſelf. 

Vent, Give me your hand, OE | Ee, 
We ſoon ſhall meet again. Now farewel, Emperor, [ Embrace, 
Methinks that word's too cold to be my laſt : « 

_ Since Death ſweeps diſtinRions, Farewel Friend. 
That's all, —— 
I will not make a bus'neſs of a trifle: 
And yet I cannot look on you, and kill you; 
Pray turn your Face, Fe 

Ant. I do: Strike home ſure. | 

 Yent. Alome as my Sword will reach. [ Kills himſelf. 
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Ant. O thou miſtak'ſt ; 
That wound was none of thine: Give it me back: 
Thou robb'ſt me of my Death. 
Vent. I do indeed ; | 

' Bur, think *tis the firſt time I e'er deceiv'd you; 
If that may plead my Pardoh. And you Gods, 
Forgive me, if you will; for I die perjur'd, 
Rather than kill my Friend, | 

' Ant. Farewel. Ever my Leader, ev'n in Death! 

My Queen and thou have got the ſtart of me, 
And I'm the lag of Honour, ——Gone ſo ſoon ? 
Is Death no more? He us'd him careleſly, 
With a familiar kindneſs: E'er he knock'd, 

- Ran to the Door, and took him in his Arms, 
As who ſhou'd ſay, Y' are welcome ar all hours, 
A Friend need give no warning. Books had ſpoil'd him 
For all the Learn'd are Cowards by Profeſſion. 
*Tis not worth ; | 
My farther thought: For Death, for ought I know, 
Is but to think no more. Here's to be ſatisfy'd. | Falls on his Sword, 

Te mifs'd my heart. O unperforming hand! | 
: Thou never cou'dſt have err'd in a worſe time. 
My Fortune jades me to the laſt ; and Death, 
Like a great Man, takes ſtate, and makes me wait 
For my Admittance— | | Trampling within. 
Some perhaps from Ce/ar : 
If he ſhou'd find me living, and ſuſpe&t 
Thar I plaid booty with my Life! Ill mend 
My Work, e'er they can reach me. [_ Riſes upon his Knees. 
| Enter Cleopatr?, Charmier, Iras, | 

. Clese, Where 1s my Lord? Where is he? 


| Dies. 
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- 60 All fr LOVE: Or, 
F Char. There he lyes, 
And dead Yentidius by him. | | 
Cleo, My Fears were Praphets; I am come too late. NE Og 
' O that accursd Alexas ! [ Runs to him. 
Ant. Art thou living? | 
Or am [ dead before I knew? And thou 
The firſt kind Ghoſt that meets me 
Cleo, Help me Seat him. 
S nd quickly, ſend for help. 
Ant, I am anſwer'd. 
We live both. Sit thee down, my Cleopatra + 
I'll make the moſt I can of Life, to ſtay wg. 
A moment more with thee. 
Cleo, How 18 it with you? 
Ant. 'Tis as with a Man 
Removing in a hurry ; all pack'd up, 
But one dear Jewel that his haſte forgot ; 


And he, for that returns upon the ſpur : 2 
So I come back for thee. 


Cleo. Too long, you Heay*ns, you have been cruel tome: 
Now ſhow your mended Faith, and give me back 
His flecting Life. 
Ant. It will not be, my Love. 
I keep my Soul by force. 
Say but thou art not falſe. 
Cleo, 'Tis now too late 
To ſey I'm true: I'll prove it, and die with you. 
Unknown to me, Alexas feign'd my Death: 
Which, when I knew, I haſted to prevent 


This fatal conſequence, My Fleet betray'd 
Both you and me. : 


Ant. And Dolabella, — | | 
Cleo. Scarce eſteen'd. before he lov'd ; but hated now. 
Ant, Enough; My Life's not long enough for more. 
- Thou fay'ſt thou wilt come after : 1 believe thee ; 
| For I can now believe whate'er thon fay'ſ, 
That we may part more kindly, 

Cleo, I wil come : | | 
Doubt nor, my Life, I'll come, and quickly too. a7 
Ceſar ſhall triumph o'er no part of thee. x 

Ant. But grieve not, while thou ſtay'ſt, 
My laſt diſaſtrous Timege: ; 
Think we have had a clear 


 [ They place bim in a Chair. 


and glorious day : 


And Heav'n did kindlygto delay the Storm 

Juſt *cill our cloſe of Ew'ning, Ten Years love, 
And not a moment loſt, but all improv'd 

To th' utmoſt Joys: What Ages have we liv'd? 
And now to die each other's; and, fo dying, 


The - WORLD well 1 bop. 


While hand in hand we walk in Groves below, 
Whole Troops of Lovers Ghoſts ſhall flock about us, 
And all the Train be ours, - 

Cleo, Your words are like the Notes of dying Swans, 
Too ſweet to laſt, Were there ſo many hours 
For your Unkindeſs, and not one for Love? 

Ant, No, not a minute, — This one _— worth 
Than all I leave to Ceſar. 

Cleo. O, tell me fo again ; 
| And take ten thouſand Kiſſes, for that Word: 

My Lord, my Lord : Speak, if you yet have Being ; 
Sigh to me, if you cannot ſpeak ; or caſt 
One Look: Do any thing that ſhows you live, 

Tras. He's gone too far, to hear you ; 
And this you ſee, a Lump of ſenſeleſs Clay, 
The leavings of a Soul. 

Char. Remember, Madam, 
He charg'd you not to grieve. 
_ Cleo, nd ['ll obey tim. 
I have not lov'd a Roman not to know 
What ſhould become his Wife; his Wife, my Charmion ;. 
For *cis to that high Title I aſpire, 
And now T'll not die leſs. Let dull Ofavia 
Survive, to mourn him dead: My Nobler Fate 
Shall knit our Spouſals with a tie too ſtrong 
For Roman Laws to break. 

Iras, Will you then die?, 

Cleo. Why ſhow'dſt thou make that Queſtion? 

Tras, Ceſar is moſt merciful. 

Cleo. Let him be ſo 
To thoſe that want his Mercy : My poor Lord 
Made no ſuch Cov'nant with him to ſpare me 
When he was dead. Yield me to C2/ar's Pride? 
What, to be led in Triumph through the _ 
A Spectacle to baſe Plebeian Eyes ; 
While ſome dejected Friend of Anthony's, 
Cloſe in a Corner, ſhakes his Head, and mutters:. 
A ſecret Curſe on her who ruin'd him 
I'll none of that, 

Char. Whatever you reſolve, 
ml follow ev'n to Death 

 Tras, I only fear'd 
Por you ; but more ſhou'd fear to live without you, 

Cleo. Why, now *tis as it ſhou'd be. Quick, my Friends, 
Diſpatch ; &er this, the Town's in Ce/ar's hands: 
My Lord looks dowa concern'd, and tears my ſtay, 
Leſt I ſhon'd be ſurpriz'd ; 
Keep him not waiting for his Love too long, 


[ Dies, 
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*Tis ſweet to die, when they wou'd force Life on me, 


Theſe Enſigns of your Pomp and Royalty 


Tt ee 


of | wg WT for LOVE: "O 


© You, Charmion, bring my Crown and richeſt Jewels, 
_ With 'em, the wreath of Victory I made 


{ Vain Augury ') for him who now lyes dead ; , : 


You, 1ras, bring the Cure of all our Ils, 
. dras.” The Aſpicks, Madam? 
Cleo, Muſt I bid you twice? 


'To ruſh into the dark aboad of Death, 

And ſeize him firſt ; if he be like my Love, 
He is not frightful ſure. 

We're now alone, in ſecrefie and filence ; 
And 1s not this like Lovers ? I may kifs 
Theſe pale, cold Lips; Oftavia does not ſee me; 
And, Oh! 'Tis better far to have him thus, 

Than {ce him in her Arms. »— O welcome, welcome, 


Enter Charmion, Iras. - 

Char, What muſt be done? 

Cleo. Short Ceremony, Friends: 
But yet it muſt be decent. Firſt, this Laure 
Sha!l Crown my Hero's Head: He fell not baſely, 
Nor left his Shield behind him. Only thou 
Cou'dlt triumph o'er thy ſelf ; and thou alone 
Wert worthy ſo to triumph. 

Char. To what end 


— 


Cleo, Dull, that thou art ! Why, /tis to meet my Love ; ; 
As when I ſaw him firſt, on Cydnos Bank, 
All ſparkling, like a Goddeks ; ;. ſo adorn'd, 
I'll find him once again: My ſecond Spouſals 
Shallmatch my firſt in Glory, Haſte, haſte, both, 
And dreſs the Bride of Arnthoxy. 
Char, *Tis done, 


Cleo. Now ſeat me by my Lord, I claim this place ; 
For I muſt Conquer Ceſar too, like him, 


And win my ſhare o'th* World. Hail, your dear Relicks 


. Of my Immortal Love; 


O let no Impious hand rcmove you hence 3 

But rſt for ever here: let «gype give 

His Death that Peace, which it deny'd. his Life, 

Reach me the Casker. 
Tras, Underneath thg fruit the Aſpick lyes. 
Cleo. putting aſide ihe leaves. Welcome, thou kind Deceiver ! 

Thon beft of Thieves; who, with an eaſie key, 

Doſt open Life, and unperceiv'd by us, 

Ev'n ſteal us from our ſelves; diſcharging ſo 

Death's dreadful Ofhce, better than himſelf, 

Touching our Limbs ſo gently into Slumber, | 

That Death ſtands by, deceiv'd by hiſ's own _ 


[Exeunt Char, aud Iras. 
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And thinks himſelf but Sleep. 
Serap. within] The Queen, where is ſhe? 
The Town is yielded, Czſar's at the Gates. 
| Cleo, He comes too late to invade the Rights of Death. 


Coward fleſh — araws it back, 
Would'ſt thou conſpire with C2/ar, to betray me, Reg 
As thou wert none of mine? I'll force thee to't, 

And not be ſent by him, 


But bring my Self, my Soul to Anrhoxy. [ Turns aſrde, and then ſopowr | 
Take hence; the work is done. | her Arm bloody. "200 


Serap. within. | Break ope the Door, 
And guard the Traitor well. 
Char. The next is ours, 
Iras. Now, Charmion, to be worthy | 
Of our great Queen and Miſtreſs. [They apply the Aſpichss 
Cleo. Already, Deatb, I feel thee in my Veins; Tn, 
T go with ſuch awill to find my Lord, 
That we ſhall quickly meet. 
A heavy numbneſs creeps tl rough every Limb, 
And now 'tis at my Head: My Eye-lids fall, 
And my dear Love is vaniſh'd in a Miſt. 
Were ſhalt I find him, where? O turn me to him, 
And lay me on his Breaſt. —C/zr, thy worſt ; 
Now part us, if thou canſt. (Dies.) Iras ſinks down at her feet, and airs; 
Charmion ſtands behind her Chair, as dreſſing her Head. 
Enter Serapion, two Prieſts, Alexas bownd, Agyptians, 


2 Prieſts. Behold, Serapion, what havock Death has madc ! 
Serap. *T was what I fear'd. 


Charmion, 1s this well done? 
Char, Yes, 'tis well done, and like a Queen, the laſt 


— 


Of her great Race: I follow her, | Sinks down; Dizs. © 


Alex. *T1s true, 
She has done well: Much better thus to die, 
Than live to make a Holy-day in Rome. 
Serap. See, fee how the Lovers fit in State together, 
As they were glving Laws to half Mankind. 
Th' impreſſion of a Smile left in her Face, 
Shows ſhe dy'd pleag'd with him for whom ſheliv'd,. 
And went to Charm him in another World, 
C2ſar*s juſt entring ; grief has now no leiſure. 
Secure that Villain, as our pledge of ſafety 
T: grace th' Imperial Triumph. Sleep, bleſt Pair,. 
Secure from human Chance, long Ages out, 
While all the Storms of Fate fly o'er your Tomb ; 
And Fame, to late Poſterity, ſhall tell, - 
No Lovers liv'd fo great, or dy'd ſo well, 
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Haſte, bare my Arm, and rouze the Serpent's fury. | Holds owt her Arm and. 
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fets, like Diſputants, when gies 2 fail, Es 
Have one Fat Refuge left, and that's to rails - 
bop, Coxcomb, Hoot, are thunder'd through the Pit ; 
And this is all their Equipage of Wit,  _. 

4 wonder how the Dewl this diff rence grows, © _ 
Betwixt our Fools in Verſe, and yours in Proſe ®. {2 | 
For, 'faith, the Quarrel rightly underſlood,  _ 
*Tis Civil War with their own Fleſh and Blood. | 
The Thread-bare Author hates the gawady Coat ; | 4 
And ſwears at the Gilt Coach, but ſwears afoot : 2 ge 
For *tis obſerv'd of every Scribling Man,  __ © 

He grows  Fop a faſt as Certhecams 

Prunes ups and asks his Oracle, the Glaſs, © Fe, 

If Pink or Purple beſt become his Face. - oy : 
For our poor Wretch, he neither rails ner prays; Y — | b 
Nor likes your Wit juſt as you like his Plays; | ; ſen 

He has not yet ſo much of Mr, Bays. Ss © 


He does his beſt ; and, if he tannot pleaſe, © _ 
Wou'd your ſue out his Writ of Eaſe. © 
Tet, if he might his own Grand Fury call, © Ns 

By the fair Sex ne begs to ſtand or fall. OE AE YL WS 
Let Czſar's Pow'r the Mens ambition moves © ' © © 
But grace you him who loſt the World for Love.  - 

Tet if” ſome antiquated Lady ſay, | © CS ls 
The laſt Age is not Copy'd m his Play; Far ns Din #- 
Heav'n help the Man whe for that Face muſt drudge, 

Which only has the wrinkges of a Fudge. _ 


* 


Let not the Toung and Beauteous join with thoſe, 
For fhou'd you raiſe fuch numerous Hoſts of Bees, 
Toung-Wits and Sparks he to his Aid muſt call; .. 
*T:s more than one Man's work to pleaſe you all. 
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